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F the powers of HARMONY in ameliorating the 


native ruggedneſs of the human heart, and 
freighting it with the rich cargo of VIRTUE, BEN E- 
VOLENCE, and JUSTICE, mankind have long ſince, 
very deſervedly, acknowledged the pre-eminence; 
nor has the human mind, in its progreſs hitherto, 
diſcovered any ſcience which ſo efficaciouſly ope- 
rates to the civilization of natiens, and the promo- 
tion of man's HAPPINESS, the great end of his 
being. | Oe 
Indeed, if we examine cloſely, we ſhall find that 
it has ever been from the introduction of POETRY 
and MUSIC, both deriving their beauty and even 
their exiſtence from HARMONY, their common 
parent, that man has, by degrees, emerged from the 
ſavage and iſolated ſtate in which he was originally 
found; that it is by the cultivation of this delight- 
ful ſcience, that we ſee him formed into extenſive 
ſocieties, highly poliſhed and daily improving his 
condition; acquiring GENTLENESS and HUMA- 
NITY in proportion as his foul becomes attuned to, 
and he approximates a perfect knowledge of its 
true principles. 15 . 
It is not difficult to account for the ſuperior 
influence of HARMONY; it has been judicioufly 
obſerved by an illuſtrious author, BAYLE, © that 


* the paſſions determine men to act. HARMONY, 


therefore, by applying directly to the paſſions, turns 
thoſe who experience its dulcet operation towards 
FHILANTHROPY, and fires their ſouls with an 
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11 "PREFACE, | 
ardent defire of augmenting the FELICITY of 
their fellow creatures. | 

n ſupport of the great benefits reſulting to 
mankind, from the adoption of this charming 
ſoother of human ſorrows, we may quote both 
ancient and modern teſtimony. Such power did 
the ancients aſcribe to HARMONY, that they have 
fabulouſly repreſented oRPHEUs, who was a great 
profeſſor of the harmonic art, as moving to ſym- 
pathy ferocious beaſts, and 4 MPHIoN, as giving even 
ſtones animation by his melody: Linus is faid to 
have poliſhed human nature, and infpired ſavages 
with a thirſt for knowledge by his FoETIC SKILL; 
and an Engliſh author of great celebrity has em- 


phatically ſaid, 


& Muſic hath charms to ſooth the ſavage breaſt, 
& To ſoften rocks and bend the knotted oak.” 


What then can be better calculated to conduct 
the mind of youth to the bliſsful paths of MERCY 
and COMMISERATION than POETRY,? What more 
ſuited to ſweeten the laborious hours of induſtry ? 
Or when can care relax its brow with more ad- 
vantage to ſociety than in its Elyſian fields? | 

If, therefore, POETRY be deſirable, and that it is 
few will, I believe, deny, who can contemplate 
without ecſtacy the innumerable beauties of that 
luxuriant garden, into which our countrymen have 
ſo amply tranſplanted, from the hot-beds of their 
fertile and exuberant imagination, the choiceſt 
flowers, the richeſt flavoured fruits, and the moſt 
delightful evergreens, where they form a magnifi- 
cent and imperiſhable TEMPLE to APOLLO, in 
which the tuneful nine will hold their court, until 
the ſcythe of time ſhall have ſhorn the laſt of 
mortals: for it may be truly ſaid to reſemble the 


bower of Ap AM, thus charmingly deſcribed by 


MILTON in his inimitable poem of PARADISE 
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PREFACE. III 
FRE & The roof 


« Of thickeſt covert was inwoven ſhade 
4 Laurel and myrtle, and what higher grew 
« Of firm and fragrant leaf; on either fide 
% Acanthus, and each odorous buſhy ſhrub, 
„% Fenc'd up the verdant wall; each beaut'ous flow'r 
& Tris all hues, roſes and jeſſamin a 
« Rear'd high their flouriſh'd heads between, and wrought 
«© Moſaic ; under foot the violet, 
4 Crocus, and Hyacinth, with rich inlay -- 
“ Broider'd the ground, more colour'd than with ſtone 
«© Of coſtlieſt emblem.” h 


It is from this happy retreat, that the EDITOR 
has ventured to form the 4oxquet which he pre- 
ſents for the gratification of thoſe, who may not 
have an opportunity of rambling at leifure through 
theſe delectable regions, where the ſhepherd's ſong 
wakens the ſoul to love, and TRUTH and VIRTUE 
ftand diſplayed in all their native ſimplicity, invit- 
ing care-worn mortals to join their feſtive band. 

He is fully ſatisfied that he can claim no merit 
either from the exquiſite beauty of their colours, 
the vernal verdure of their foliage, or the delicious 


odours which they diffuſe, and that among ſuch a 


throng of ſweets it could not be difficult to fix upon 
thoſe which would at once delight the eye and 
charm the ſenſes; yet he truſts that he ſhall not be 
deemed wholly undeſerving encouragement for the 
ſelection he has made; fince it is poſſible by an 
happy arrangement of the moſt beautiful flowers 
to ſet off the peculiar excellencies of each to ad- 
vantage—A fine picture, by a judicious blending 
of its tints, becomes ſtill more ſtriking. He alſo 
truſts that the faſtidious critic will not be inclined 
to throw aſide his noſegay, if tempted by their 
fragrance he has now and then added a floweret, 
culled from the delightful avenues which lead to 
the poetic garden, merely becauſe they have not 
yet paſſed the ordeal that can, alone, place them 
in its rich parterres. The ranunculus itſelf grows 
wild in the meadow, and the convolvulus decorates 
the bank on the road-ſide. , 3 
A2 


1v PREFACE. | 


The ſucceſs that has attended his endeavours 
muſt remain with an impartial public to decide; 
but he can with truth affirm, that his great aim has 

been to join the uſeful with the agreeable, to excite 
in the boſom of his readers a ſympathy for their 
ſpecies, and to invite them to the practice of 
VIRTUE. h 

Under this conviction of the purity of his own 
motives, he ventures to deprecate the cenſure of 
thoſe who may think the means he has taken in- 
adequate to the end propoſed; mankind having 
long ſince conceded, that to have meant well is at 
leaſt to merit ſucceſs, although a deficiency of ta- 
lent, or an erroneous judgment, may diſable us from 
obtaining it; and this appears to have been the 
opinion of the e ADDISON When in his: 
ſine play of caTo he makes PoRTIUS fay: 


« *Tis not in mortais to command ſucceſs, 
«© But we'll do more, Senpronius, we'll deſerve it.“ 


As to typographical execution, it cannot ſuffer by 
a compariſon with any publications of the preſent 
day, being printed on an entire new type, caſt 
expreſsly * the 1 that ingenious artiſt 
MR. CASLON; and its price mult certainly be al- 
ry to render it the cheapeſt collection of the 

Ind. 

Upon the whole, therefore, he indulges the hope, 
that it will be found an inſtructive and entertaining 
POCKET COMPANION, equally acceptable to the 
traveller, and the ſocial circle aſſembled round the 
friendly fire- ſide; and alſo, that it may, not be 
thought an unwelcome recreation to juvenile minds, 
in as much, as while it unbends them from more 
ſevere ſtudies, it will form their ſtyle, and give them 
a correct idea of thoſe beauties which fo eminently 
adorn our ENGLISH POETS. | 


The Editor. | 
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THE 
TEMPLE OF APOLLO. 


— — 


POVERTY. 


PovERTY ! thou ſource of human art, 

Thou great inſpirer of the poet's ſong! 
In vain APOLLoO dictates, and the Nine 
Attend in vain, unleſs thy mighty hand 
Direct the tuneful lyre. Without thy aid 
The canvas breathes no longer. Muſic's charms, . 
Uninfluenc'd by thee, forget to pleaſe : 
Thou giv'ſt the organ ſound ; by thee the flute 
Breathes harmony; the tuneful viol owns | 
Thy pow'rful touch. The warbling voice is thine: 
Thou gav'ſt to Nicolini every grace, 7 | 
And every charm to Farinelli's ſong. 
By thee the lawyer pleads. -The ſoldier's arm 
Is nerv'd by thee. 'Thy pow'r the gownman feels, 
And, urg'd by thee, unfolds heav'n's myſtic truths. 
The haughty fair, that ſwells with — diſdain, 
And ſmiles at miſchiefs which her eyes have made, 
Thou humbleſt to ſubmit and bleſs mankind. | 


Hail, pow'r omnipotent ! me uninyok'd 
Thou deign'ſt to viſit, far, alas! unfit 
To bear thy awful preſence. O, retire! 
At diſtance let me view thee ; leſt too nigh, 
1 fink beneath the terrors 3 thy face. 
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TEMPLE OF APOLLO. 


+ MAY 
FE THEREAL daughter of the luſty ſpring, 


And ſweet Favonius, ever gentle May ! 
Shall I, unblam'd, preſume of thee to ſing, 
And with thy living colours gild my lay? 
Thy genial ſpirit mantles in my brain; 
My numbers languiſh in a ſofter vein : 
I pant, too emulous, to flow in Spenſer's ſtrain. 


wh mild Aurora of the blooming year, = 
ith ſtorms when winter blackens nature's face; 
When whirling winds the howling foreſt tear, 1 
And ſhake the ſolid mountains from their baſe: 
Say, what refulgent chambers of the ſky 
Veil thy beloved glories from the eye, 
For —_— the nations pine, and earth's fair children 
ie? | | 


Where Leda's twins, forth from their diamond taw'r, 
Alternate o'er the night their beams divide; 

In light emboſom'd, happy, and ſecure p 
From winter rage, thou chooſeſt to abide, 

Bleſt reſidence! for, there, as poets tell, 

The pow'rs of poetry and wiſdom dwell ; 

Apollo wakes the arts; the muſes ſtrike the ſhell. 


Certes o'er Rhedicyna's laurell'd mead, 4 
(For ever ſpread, ye laurels, green and new!) - 

The brother ſtars their gracious nurture ſhed, 
And ſecret bleſſings of poetic dew. 

They bathe their horſes in the learned flood, 

With flame recruited for the ethereal road, 

And deem fair Iſis' ſwans fair as their father god. 


No ſooner APRIL, trimm'd with garlands gay, 

Rains fragrance o'er the world, and kindly ſhow'rs; 
But, in the eaſtern pride of beauty, MA, 

To gladden earth, forſakes her heav'nly bow'rs, 
Reſtoring nature from her palfy'd ſtate. | 
APRIL, retire; ne longer nature wait; 

Soon may ſhe. iſſue from the morning's golden gate. 
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TEMPLE OF APOLLO. 3 


Come, bounteous MAY! in fulneſs of thy might, 

Lead briſkly on the mirth-infuſing hours, 

All- recent from the boſom of delight, 

With nectar nurtur'd ; and involv'd in flow'rs : 
By ſpring's ſweet bluſh; by nature's teeming womb ; 
By Hebe's dimply ſmile; by Flora's bloom ; 

By Venus' ſelf (for Venus' ſelf demands thee) come! 


By the warm fighs, in dewy even-tide, 
Of melting maidens in the woodbine groves, 
To pity looſen'd, ſoften'd down from pride; 
By billing turtles, and by cooing doves; 


hy the youth's plainings ſtealing on the air, 


(For youths will plain, though yielding be the fair) 


b Hither to bleſs the maidens and the youths repair. 
With dew beſpangled, by the hawthorn buds, 


With freſhneſs breathing, by the daiſy'd plains, 

By the mix'd muſic of the warbling woods, 
And jovial roundelays of nymphs and ſwains ; 

In thy full energy, and rich array, 

Delight of earth and heaven! O bleſſed MA 

From heav'n deſcend to earth: on earth vouchſafe +» 

to ſtay. | 

She comes !—a filken camus, em'ral'd-green, 

Gracefully looſe, adown her ſhoulders flows, 


4 (Fit to enfold the limbs of Paphos“ Queen) 


And with the labours of the needle glows, 
Purfled by nature's hand! the amorous air 
And muſky weſtern breezes faſt repair, 
Her e proud to ſwell, and wanton with her 
air. 


Her hair (but rather threads of light it ſeems) 
With the gay honours of the ſpring entwin'd, 

Copious, unbound, in nectar'd ringlets ſtreams, 
Floats glitt'ring on the ſun, and ſcents the wind, 

Love-ſick with odours Now to order roll'd, 

It melts upon her boſom's dainty mould, 

Or, curling round her waſte, diſparts its wavy gold. 
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Young circling roſes, bluſhing round them throw 
The ſweet abundance of their purple rays, 

And lilies, dipp'd in fragrance, freſhly blow, 
With blended heauties in her angel face. 

The humid radiance beaming from her eyes 

The air and ſeas illumes, the earth and ſkies ; 

And open, when ſhe ſmiles, the ſweets of Paradiſe. 


On Zephyr's wing the laughing goddeſs view, 


Diſtilling balm. She cleaves the buxom air, 
Attended by the filver-footed dew, 
The ravages of winter to repair. 
She gives her naked boſom to the gales, - 
Her naked boſom down the ether fails; ey” 
Her boſom breathes delight ; her breath the ſpring 
exhales. 


All as the phcenix in Arabian ſkies, 

New-burniſh'd from his ſpicy funeral pyres, 
At large, in roſeal undulation flies; 

His plumage dazzles and the gazer tires : 
Aa their king the plumy nations wait, 
Attend his triumph, and augment his ſtate : 
He tow'ring, claps his wings, and wins th' ethereal 

height. 


So round this phœnix of the gaudy year, 

A thouſand, nay, ten thouſand ſports and ſmiles, 
Fluttering in gold, along the hemiſphere, 

Her praiſes chaunt : her praiſes glad the iſles. 
Conſcious of her approach (to deck her bow'rs) 
Earth from her fruitful lap and boſom pours | 
A waſte of ſpringing ſweets, and voluntary flow'rs. 


Narciſſus fair, in ſnowy velvet gown'd ; 
Ah fooliſh! ſtill to love the fountain-brim : 
Sweet hyacinth, by Phœbus erſt bemoan'd ; 

And tulip, flaring in her powder'd trim. 
Whate'er, Armida, in thy gardens blew ; 
Whate'er the fun inhales, or ſips the dew; 
Whate'er compoſe the chaplet on IANTHES' brow - 
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He who undaz'd can wander o'er her face, 
May gaze upon the ſolar blaze at noon!— 
What more than female ſweetneſs and a grace 

Peculiar! ſave, IANTHE, thine alone, 
Ineffable effuſion of the day 
So very much the ſame, that lovers ſay, 
MAV IS IANTHE; or the dear IANTHE, MAY. 


So far as doth the harbinger of day 
The leſſer lamps of night in ſheen excel; 
So far in ſweetneſs and in beauty MA, | 
Above all other months, doth bear the bell; 
So far as MAY doth other months exceed, | 


| So far in virtue and in goodlihead, 


Above all other nymphs, 1ANTHE bears the meed. 


Welcome ! as to a youthful poet, wine, 
To fire his fancy and enlarge his ſoul : 
He weaves the laurel-chaplet with the vine, 
And grows immortal as he drains the bowl. 
Welcome! as beauty to the love- ſick ſwain, 
For which he long had ſigh'd, but ſigh'd in vain; 


He darts into her arms; quick vaniſhes his pain. 


The drowſy elements, arouz'd by thee, 
Roll to harmonious meaſures, active all! 
Earth, water, air, and fire, with feeling glee, 
Exult to celebrate thy feſtival. 
Fire glows intenſer ; ſofter blows the air, 


More ſmooth the waters flow; earth ſmiles more 


fair : . | | 
a water, air, and fire, thy glad' ning impulſe 
are. ; 


What boundleſs tides of ſplendour o'er the ſkies, 
O'erflowing brightneſs! ſtream their golden rays! 

Heav'n's azure kindles with the varying dies, 
Reflects the glory, and returns the blaze. 

Air whitens; wide the tracts of ether been 

With colours damaſk'd rich, and goodly ſheen, 

And all above 1s blue, and all below is green. 
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At thy approach, the wild waves' loud uproar 
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And foaming ſurges of the mad'ning main, 
Forget to heave their mountains to the ſhore ; 
Diffus'd into the level of the plain. 
For thee, the halcyon builds her ſummer's neſt ; 
For thee, the ocean ſmooths her troubled breaſt, 
Gay from thy placid ſmiles, in thy own purple dreſt. 


Have ye not ſeen, in gentle even-tide, | 

When Jupiter the earth had richly ſhower'd, 
Striding the clouds, a bow diſpredden wide, 

As if with light inwove, and gayly flower'd 
With bright variety of blending Gan nz 
White, purple, yellow, melt along the ſkies, 
Alternate colours fink, alternate colours riſe. 


The earth's embroidery then have ye ey'd, 
And ſmile of bloſſoms, yellow, purple, white ; 

Their vernal-tinctur'd leaves, luxurious, dy'd 
In Flora's liv'ry, painted by the light. 

Lights” painted children in the breezes play, 


Lay out their dewy bloſſoms to the ray, 


Their ſoft enamel ſpread, and beautify the day. 


From the wide altar of the foodful earth 
The flow'rs, the herbs, the plants, their incenſe 
roll; | 
The orchards ſwell the ruby-tinctur'd birth; 
The vermil gardens breathe the ſpicy ſoul. 
Grateful to MA, the nectar-ſpirit flies, 
The wafted clouds of laviſh'd odours riſe, 


The zephyr's balmy burthen, worthy of the ſkies, 


The bee, the golden daughter of the ſpring, *© 
From mead to mead, in wanton labour, roves, 
And loads its little thigh, or gilds its wing 
With all the eſſence of the fluſhing groves : 


Extracts the aromatic ſoul of flow'rs, 


And, humming in delight, its waxen bowers - | 
Fills with the luſcious ſpoils, and lives ambrofial 
hours. | 
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Touch'd by thee, May, the flocks and luſty droves, 
That low in paſtures, or on mountains bleat, 
Revive their frolics and renew their loves, 
Stung to the marrow with a generous heat. 
The ſtately courſer, bounding o'er the plain, 
Shakes to the winds the honours of his mane, 
(High-arch'd his neck) and, ſnuffing, hopes the 
dappled train. 


The areal ſongſters ſooth the liſt'ning groves : 
The mellow thruſh, the ouzle ſweet! , ſhrill, 

And little linnet, celebrate their loves | 
In hawthorn valley, or on tufted hill; 

The ſoaring lark, the lowly nightingale, 

A thorn her pillow, trills her doleful tale, 

And melancholy muſic dies along the dale. 

This gay exuberance of gorgeous ſpring, 
The gilded mountain and the herbag'd vale, 


The woods that bloſſom, and the birds that ſing, 
The murmuring fountain, and the breathing dale: 


The dale, the fountains, birds and woods delight, 


The vales, the mountains, and the ſpring invite, 
Yet, unadorn'd by May, no longer charm the ſight. 


When nature laughs around; ſhall man alone, 
Thy image, hang (ah me!) the ſickly head ? 
When nature ſings, ſhall nature's glory groan, 
And languiſh for the pittance poor of bread ? 
O may the man that ſhall his image ſcorn, 
Alive, be ground with hunger, moſt forlorn, 
Die unanell'd, and dead, by dogs and Kites be torn. 


Curs'd may he be (as if he were not ſo). * 
Nay doubly curs'd be ſuch a breaſt of ſteel, 
Which never melted at another's woe, 
Nor tenderneſs of bowels knew to feel. 
His heart is black as hell, in flowing ſtore 
Who hears the needy crying at his door, 
Who hears them cry, ne recks; but ſuffers them 
be poor. e 
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But bleſt, O more than doubly bleſt be he 
Let honour crown him and eternal reſt, 


. Whoſe boſom, the ſweet fount of charity, 

[| Flows out to nouriſh innocence diſtreſt. 

[1 His ear is open to the widow's cries, | 
i [| His hand the orphan's cheek of ſorrow dries ; | 
A { Like mercy's ſelf he looks on want with pity's eyes. 
1 = In this bleſt ſeaſon, pregnant with delight, 
5 8 |! Ne may the boding owl with ſcreeches wound 


8 
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The ſolemn ſilence of the quiet night, 
Ne croaking raven, with unhallow'd ſound, 
Ne damned ghoſt affray with deadly yell 
The waking lover, rais'd by mighty ſpell, 
To pale the ſtars, till Heſper ſhine it back to hell. 


Ne witches rifle gibbets, by the moon, 
(With horror winking, trembling all with fear) 

Of many a clinking chain, and canker'd bone : 

| Nor imp in viſionary ſhape appear, 

To blaſt the thriving verdure of the plain; 

Ne let hobgoblin, ne the ponk, profane | 

With ſhadowy glare the light, and mad the burſting 

brain. 


| Yet fairy-elves (fo ancient cuſtom's will) | 

| The green-gown'd fairy-elves, by ſtarry ſheen, 

[| May gambol or in valley or on hill, 

| And leave their footſteps on the circled green. 

Full lightly trip it, dapper MAB, around; 

Full featly, oB RON, thou, o'er graſs-turf bound: 

Mas bruſhes off no dew-drops, oB RON prints no 
ground, > 


{| Ne bloody rumours violate the ear, 
I} Of cities ſack'd, and kingdoms deſolate, 
| With plague or ſword, with peſtilence or war ; 
Ne rueful murder ſtain thy era-date ; 
Ne ſhamleſs calumny, for fell deſpight, _ 
The fouleſt fiend that e'er blaſphem'd the light, 
At lovely lady rail, nor grin at courteous knight. 
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Vet Clio frets, and burns, with honeſt pain, 
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Ne wailing in our ſtreets nor fields be heard, 
Ne voice of miſery aſſault the heart; 
Ne fatherleſs from table be debar'd; 
Ne piteous tear from eye of ſorrow ſtart; 
But plenty, pour thyſelf into the bowl 
Of bounty-head; may never want controul 
That good good - honeſt man, who feeds the famiſh'd 
oul. : 


Now let the trumpet's martial thunders ſleep'; 
The viol wake alone, and tender flute # 
The Phrygian lyre with ſprightly fingers ſweep 
And, Erato, diſſolve the Lydian lute. | 
To rouſe and animate the martial ſtrain, PIER Ov 
While Britiſh banners flame o'er many a purpled 
plain. 


Through kind infufion of celeſtial pow'r, 
The dullard earth, May quick'neth with delight: 
Full ſuddenly the ſeeds of joy recure 
Elaſtic ſpring, and force within empight. 
If ſenſeleſs elements invigorate prove 
By genial May and heavy matter move, 
Shall ſnepherdeſſes ceaſe, ſhall ſhepherds fail to love. 


Ye ſnhepherdeſſes, in a goodly round, | 
Purpled with health, as in the Sreenwood ſhade, 
Incontinent ye thump the echoing ground 
And defftly lead the dance along the glade ; 
O may no ſhow'rs your merry-makes atfray !) 


ail at the op'ning, at the cloſing day, 


All hail, ye bonnibells, to your own ſeaſon, MAY. 


Nor yeabſent yourſelves, ye ſhepherd-ſwains, 
But lend to dance and ſong the lib'ral MA, 
And while in jocund ranks you beat the plains, = 
Your flocks ſhall nibble and your lambkins play, | 
Friſking in glee. To mary your garlands bring, 
And ever and anon her praiſes ſing : 
The woods ſhall echo MAY, with MAvx the vallies ring. 
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Your May-pole deck with flow'ry coronal ; 
eee the flow'ry coronal with wine; 
And in the nimble footed galliard, all, 
Shepherds and — — lively join. 
Hither from village ſweet and hamlet fair, 
From bordering cot and diſtant glenne repair, 
Let youth indulge its ſports, to eld bequeath its care. 


Ye wanton dryads and light-tripping fawns, 
Ye jolly ſatyrs, full of juſtihed, | 

And ye that haunt the hills, the brooks, the lawns, 
O come! with rural chaplets gay diſpread : | 

With heel fo nimble wear the ſpringing graſs, 

Jo ſhrilling bagpipe, or to tinkling braſs; 

Or foot it to the reed : Pan pipes himſelf apace. 


In this ſoft ſeaſon, when creation ſmil'd, 
A quivering ſplendour on the ocean hung, 
And from the fruitful froth, his faireſt child, 
The queen of bliſs and beauty, Venus ſprung. 
The dolphins gambol o'er the wat'ry way, 
Carol the naiades, while the tritons play, 
And all the ſea-green ſiſters bleſs the holiday. 


In honour of her natal-month, the queen 
Of bliſs and beauty, conſecrates her hours, 
Freſh as her cheek, and as her brow ſerene, 
Jo buxom ladies, and their paramours. 


Love tips with golden alchemy his dart; 


With rapt'rous anguiſh, with an honey'd ſmart 
Eye languiſhes on eye, and heart diſſolves on heart. 


A ſoftly-ſwelling hill, with myrtles crown'd, 
(Myrtles to Venus algates ſacred been) 


Hight Acidale, the faireſt ſpot on ground, 


Forever fragrant and forever green, 
O'erlooks the windings of a ſhady vale, 
By beauty form'd for amorous regale. 


Was ever hill fo ſweet, as ſweeteſt Acidale? 


All down the ſides, the ſides profuſe of flow'rs, 
An hundred rills, in ſhining mazes, flow 
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Through moſſy grotto's amaranthine bow'rs, 

And form a laughing flood in vale below : 
Where oft their limbs the loves and graces bay 
(When ſummer ſheds inſufferable day) [play. 
And ſport, and dive, and flounce in wantonneſs of 


No noiſe o'ercomes the filence of the ſhades, | 
Save ſhort-breath'd vows, the dear excels of joy; 
Or harmleſs giggle of the youths and maids, - 
Who yield obeiſance to the Cyprian boy: 
Or lute, ſoft-fighing in the paſſing gale; 
Or fountain, gurgling down the ſacred vale, 
Or hymn to beauty's queen, or lover's tender tale. 


Here Venus revels, here maintains her court, 
In light feſtivity and gladſome game: 
The young and gay, in frolic troops reſort, 
Withouten cenſure and withouten blame. 
In pleaſure ſteep'd, and dancing in delight, 
Night ſteals upon the day, and day on night: 
Each knight, his lady loves; each lady, loves her 
knight. 

Where lives the man (if ſuch a man there be) 
8 In idle wilderneſs or deſert drear, 
2X To beauty's ſacred pow'r an enemy ? 
Y Let foul fiends harrow him ; I'll drop no tear. 
l deem that carl, by beauty's pow'r unmov'd, 
23 Hated of heav'n, of none but hell approv'd. 
O may he never love, O never be belov'd ! 


Hard is his heart, unmelted by thee, May ! 
Unconſcious of love's nectar-tickling ſtring, 
And, unrelenting, cold to beauty's ray ; 
Beauty the mother and the child of ſpring! 
Beauty and wit declare the ſexes even; | 
X Beauty to woman, wit to man is giv'n; | 
2X7 Neither the ſlime of earth, but each the fire of heav'n. 
XZ Alliance ſweet ! let beauty, wit approve, 
As flow'rs to ſunſhine ope the ready breaſt: 
Wit beauty loves, and nothing elſe can love: 
'The beſt alone is grateful to the belt. 
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PerfeQion has no other parallel! | 
Can light with darkneſs, doves with ravens dwell ? 
As ſoonperdie,ſhall heav'n communionholdwith hell. 


I fing to you, who love alone for love: 

For gold the beauteous fools (O fools beſure!) 
Can win; though brighter wit ſhall never move: 
But folly is to wit the certain cure. 

Curs'd be the men (or be they young or old), 
Curs'd be the women, who themfelves have ſold 
To the deteſted bed for lucre baſe of gold. 


Not Julia ſuch : ſhe higher honour deem'd 
To languiſh in the Sulmo poet's arms, 
Than, by the potentates of earth eſteem'd, 
To give to ſceptres and to crowns her charms. 


Not Laura ſuch: in ſweet Vaucluſa's vale 


She liſten'd to her Petrarch's amorous tale. 
But did poor Colin Clout o'er Roſalind prevail? 


Howe'er that be; in Acidalian ſhade, 
Embracing Julia, Ovid melts the day : 

Nor dreams of baniſhment his loves invade ; 
Encircled in eternity of MAY. 

Here Petrarch with his Laura, ſoft reclin'd 

On violets, gives ſorrow to the wind: 

And Colin Clout pipes to the yielding Roſalind. 


Pipe on, thou ſweeteſt of th' Arcadian train, | 
hat e'er with tuneful breath inform'd the quill: 
Pipe on, of lovers the moſt loving ſwain ! 
Of bliſs and melody, O take thy fill! 
Ne envy I, if dear 1ANTHE ſmile, 
Though low my numbers, and though rude my ſtyle; 
Ne quit for Acidale, fair Albion's happy iſle. 


Come then, IAN THE] milder than the ſpring, «- 


And prateful as the roſy month of may, 


O come; the birds the hymn of nature ſing, 


Inchanting wild, from every buſh and ſpray : 
Swell the green gems and teem along the vine, 


A fragrant promiſe of the future wine, 


The ſpirits to exalt, the genius to refine ! 
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The gel, in filver labyrinth ſelf roll'd, 


_Thither (for they invite us), we'll repair, 
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Let us our ſteps direct where father Thames, 
In ſilver windings draws his humid train, 
And pours, where'er he rolls his naval ftream, 
Pomp on the city, 2 o'er the plain. 

Or by the banks of Ifis ſhall we ſtray, 

(Ah! why ſo long from Iſis banks away !) | 

Where thouſand damſels dance, and thouſand 
ſhepherds play. hs 


Or chooſe you rather Theron's calm retreat, 
 Emboſom'd, Surrey, in thy verdant vale, 

At once the muſes and the graces ſeat ! 
There gently liſten to my faithful tale. 

Along the dew-bright parterres let us rove, 


Or taſte the odours of the mazy-grove:: f | 
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Hark how the turtles coo : I languith too with love. 


Amid the pleaſaunce of Arcadian ſcenes, 
Love ſteals his filent arrows on my breaſt ; 
Nor falls of water, nor enamell'd greens; 
Can ſooth my anguiſh, or invite to reſt. 
You, dear IAN THE, you alone impart ' 
Balm to my wounds, and cordial to my ſmart : 


The apple of my eye, the lite-blood of my heart. 


With line of filk, with hook of barbed ſteel, 
Beneath this oaken umbrage let us lay, 

And from the water's cryſtal boſom fteal 
Upon the graſſy bank the finny prey: 

The perch, with purple-ſpeckled manifold; 
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And carp, all-burniſh'd o'er with drops of ſcaly 


gold. 1 
Or ſhall the meads invite, with Iris“ hues 
And nature's pencil gay diverſify'd, 
(For now the ſun has lick d away the dews) 
Fair fluſhing and bedeck'd like virgin bride? 
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Collect and weave (whate'er is ſweet and fair) ; 
A poſy for thy breaſt, a garland for thy hair. 
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Fair is the lily, clad in balmy ſnow ; 

Sweet is the roſe, of ſpring the ſmiling eye; 
Nipt by the winds, their heads the lilies bow; 
Cond by the hand, the roſes fade and die. 
Though now in pride of youth and beauty dreſt, 

O think, IAN THE, cruel time lays waſte 
The roles of the cheek, the lilies of the breaſt. 


Weep not ; but, rather taught by this, improve 
The preſent freſhneſs of thy ſpringing prime: 
Beſtow thy graces on the god of love, 
Too precious for the wither'd arms of time. 
In chaſte endearments, innocently gay, 
IanTHE ! now,—now love thy ſpring away; 
Ere cold October blaſts deſpoil the bloom of MA. 


Now up the chalky mazes of yon hill, 
With grateful diligence, we wind our way , 
What op'ning ſcenes our raviſh'd ſenſes fill, 
And, wide, their rural luxury diſplay ! 
Woods, dales, and flocks, and herds, and cots, and 
ſpires, | ; 
Villa's of E ed clerks, and gentle ſquires; 
The villa of a friend the eye-fight never tires. 


If e'er to thee and Venus, MA, I ſtrun 
The gladſome lyre, when livelood ſwell'd my veins 
And Eden's nymphs and Ifis' damſels ſung 
In tender elegy, and paſtoral ſtrains , 
Collect and ſhed thyſelf on Theron's bow'rs, 
O green his gardens, O perfume his flow'rs, 
O bleſs his morning walks and ſooth his ev'ning hours. 


* Theron, with thy Annabell enjoy 
The walks of nature, ſtill to virtue kind, 
For ſacred ſolitude can never cloy 

The wiſdom of an uncorrupted mind ! 
O very long may Hymen's golden chain 
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Jo earth confine you and the rural reign ; 


Then ſoar, at length, to Heaven! nor pray, O muſe, 
in vain. | 
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Where'er the muſes haunt, or poets mule, 
In ſolitary filence ſweetly tir'd, 
Unloofe thy boſom, May ! thy ſtores effuſe, 
Thy vernal ſtores, by poets moſt defir'd, 
Of living fountain, of the woodbind ſhade, 
Of Philomela, warbling from the glade. 
Thy bounty, in his verſe, ſhall cerles be repaid. 


On Twit'nam bow'rs (Aonian-Twit'nam bow'rs)! 
Thy ſofteſt plenitude of beauties ſhed, 

Thick as the winter ſtars, or ſummer flow'rs; 
Albe the tuneful maſter (ah!) he dead. 

To Colin next he taught nry youth to fing, 

My reed to warble, to reſound my ftring: 

The king of ſhepherd's he, of poet's he the king. 


Hail, happy ſcenes, where joy wou'd chooſe to dwell; 


Hail, golden days, which Saturn deems his own ; 
Hail muſic, which the muſes ſcant excel; | 
Hail flowrets, not unworthy Venus' crown. 
Ye linnets, larks, ye thruſhes, nightingales ; 
Ye hills, ye plains, ye groves, ye ſtreams, ye vales, 
Ye ever happy ſcenes! all you, your poet hails. 


All hail to thee, O May! the crown of all! 
The recompence and glory of my ah 
Ne ſmall the recompence, ne glory ſmall, 
If gentle ladies, and the tuneful-throng, 
With lover's-myrtle, and with poet's-bay, 
Fairly bedight, approve the fimple lay, 
And think on THOMALIN whene'er they hail thee, 
| MAY |! 


— — — ———— —— — 
SEVEN AGES OF MAN. 
ALL the world's a ſtage, 


And all the men and women merely players: 
They have their exits, and their entrances 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 

His acts being ſeven gr red on firſt, the INFANT, 
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Mewling and puking in the nurſe's arms: 

And then, the whiningschool-Box with his fatohel, 
And ſhining morning-face, creeping like ſnail . 
Unwillingly to ſchool : And then, the LOVER; 
Sighing hike Furnace, with a woeful ballad 

Made to his miftreſs' eye-brow: Then, thes0LDIER; 
Full of ſtrange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, ſudden and quick in quarrel ; 
Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even inthe cannon's mouth: And then, the JUSTICE; 
In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd, | 
With eyes ſevere, and beard of formal cut, 

Full of wiſe ſaws and modern inſtances, 

And ſo he plays his part: The fixth age ſhifts. 
Into the lean and ſlipper'd PANTALOON , 

With ſpectacles on's noſe, and pouch on's fide; 
His youthful hoſe well ſav'd, a world too wide 
For his ſhrunk ſhank; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childiſh treble, pipes 

And whiſtles in his found : Laſt ſcene of all, 
That ends this ſtrange eventful hiſtory, | 

Is ſecond CHILDISHNEss, and mere obliyion ; 
Sans teeth, ſans eyes, ſans taſte, ſans every thing. 


— —— 


THE DYING N DIN. 


ON yonder lake I ſpread the fail no more! 
Vigour, and youth, and active-days are paſt— 
Relentleſs demons urge me to that ſhore, 

On whoſe black foreſts all the dead are caſt. 
Ye ſolemn train, prepare the fun'ral ſong, 
For I muſt go, to ſhades below, ; 

Where all is ftrange, and all is new; 

Sad companion to the airy throng ; 

What ſolitary ſtreams, 
- In dull and dreary dreams, 
All melancholy mult I rove along? 
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To what ſtrange lands muſt sHA LU take his way? 
Groves of the dead departed mortals trace! 
No deer along thoſe gloomy foreſts ſtray, 

Nor huntſmen there take pleaſure in the chaſe ; 
But all are empty unſubſtantial ſhades, | 
That ramble through thoſe viſionary glades; 

No ſpongy fruits from verdant trees depend; 

But fickly orchards there | 
Do fruits as ſickly bear, 

And apples a conſumptive viſage ſhew. 

And wither'd hangs the hurtie-herry blue. 

Ah me! what miſchiefs on the dead attend ! 
Wand'ring a ſtranger to the ſhores below, 

Where ſhall I brook or real fountain find? 
Lazy and ſad deluding waters flow. 

Such is the picture in my boding mind ! 

Fine tales indeed they tell 
Of ſhades and purling rills, 
Where our dead fathers dwell, 
Beyond the Weſtern Hills; 
But when did ghoſt return his ſtate to ſhew ; 
Or who can promiſe half the tale is true? 
I, too, muſt be a fleeting ghoſt—no more— 

None—none but ſhadows to thoſe manſions go; 
I leave my woods, I leave my Huron ſhore, 

For emptier groves below ! 
Ye charming ſolitudes, 
Ye tall aſcending woods, 


Le glaſſy lakes, ye cool and prattling ſtreams, 


Whoſe aſpect ſtill was ſweet, 
Whether the ſun did greet, 
Or the pale moon embrac'd you with her beams, 
; Adieu to all! 1 
To all that charmed me while I ſtrayed, 
The winding ſtream, the dark ſequeſter'd ſhade, 
Adieu all triumph here 
Adieu the mountain's lofty ſwell, 
Adieu, thou little verdant hill, 
And ſeas, and ſtars, and ſkies—farewell, 
- For ſome remoter ſphere ! 


— — — — nn 
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Perplex'd with doubts, and tortur'd with deſpair, 
Why ſo dejected at this hapleſs fleep ? 

Nature, at leaft, theſe ruins may repair, 

When death's long dream is o'er, and ſhe.forpets 
to weep. ek 

Some real world once more may be aſſign'd, 

Some new-born manſion for th' immortal mind 

Farewell, ſweet lake; farewell ſurrounding woods; 
To other groves, through midnight glooms I itray, 

Beyond the mountains, and beyond the floods, 

Beyond the Huron bay 

Prepare the. hollow tomb, and place me low, 
My truſty bow and arrows by my ide, 

'The Sree bottle and the ven'fon ſtore ; 

For long the journey is that I muſt go, | 
Without a partner, and without a guide! _ 
Ah! I ſhall come no more !— 

He ſpoke, and bid th' attending mourners weep— 

Then clos'd his eyes, and ſunk to endleſs ſleep ! 


— ! — 
INGRATTTUDE. 
A SONG. 


BLOW, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thou art not ſo unkind 
- As man's ingratitude : 
Thy tooth is not ſo keen, TE 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh ho! ſing, heigh ho! unto the green hoNv : 
Moff friendſhip is feigning, moſt loving mere folls : 
'Then, heigh ho, the holly ! 
This life is moſt jolly. 
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky, 
Thou doſt not bite fo nigh 
As. benefits forgot : 
Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy ſting is not ſo ſharp 
As friend remember'd not. 


wb 
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Heigh ha! fing, heigh ho!- unto the green holly : 
Moſt friendthip is feigning, mott loving mere folly : 
Then, heigh ho, the holly! 
This life is moſt jolly. 
— — | 
FRIENDSHIP. 


VES, happy youths! on Cadmus' ſedgy fide 
You teel each joy that friendſhip can divide, 

Each realm of ſcience and of art explore, 
And with the ancient blend the ks lore, 
Studious:alone to learn whate'er may tend 
To raife the genius, or the heart to mend; 
Now pleas'd along the cloiſter'd walks you rove, 
And trace the verdant mazes of the grove, 
Where ſocial oft and oft alone ye chooſe 
To catch the zephyr, and to court the muſe ; 
Meantime at me (while all devoid of art 
Theſe lines give back the image of my heart) 
At me the pow'r that comes, or ſoon or late, 
Or aims, or ſeems to aim, the dart of fate ; 
From you remote, methinks alone I ſtand, 
Like ſome fad exile in a deſert land, 
Around no friends their lenient care to join 
In mutual warmth, and mix their heart with mine. 
Or real pains, or thoſe which fancy raiſe, 
For ever blot the ſunſhine of my days; 
To fickneſs ſtill, and ſtill to grief, a prey, 
Health turns from me her roſy face away. 

Juſt Heav'n! what fin; ere life begins to bloom, 
Devotes my head untimely to the tomb? 
Did ere this hand againſt a brother's life 
Drug the dire bowl, or point the murd'rous knife? 
Did e'er this tongue the ſland'rer's tale proclaim, 
Or madly violate my Maker's name? | 
Did e'er this heart betray a friend or foe, | 
Or know a thought but all the world might know? 
As yet juſt ſtarted from the liſts of time 
My growing years have ſcarcely told their-prime , 
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Uſeleſs as yet through life I've idly run, 

No pleaſures taſted; and few duties done. 

Ah! who, ere Autumn's mellowing ſuns appear 
Would pluck the promiſe of the vernal year ? 
Or ere the grapes their purple hue betray, 


Tear the crude cluſter from the mourning ſpray ? 


Stern pow'r of fate! whoſe ebon ſceptre rules 

The Stygian deſerts and Cimmerian pools, 

Forbear, nor raſhly ſmite my youthful heart, 

A victim yet unworthy of thy dart; 

Ah! ſtay till age ſhall blaſt my with'ring face, 

Shake in my head, and falter in my pace; 

Then aim the ſhaft, then meditate the blow, 

And to the dead my willing thade ſhall go. 
How weak 1s man to . judging eye! 

Born in this moment, in the next we die; 

Part mortal clay, and part ethereal fire, 

Too proud to creep, to humble to aſpire. 

In vain our plans of happineſs we raiſe; 

Pain is our lot, and patience is our praiſe: 

Wealth, lineage, honours, conqueſt, or a throne, 

Are what the wiſe would fear to call their own. 

Health is at beſt a vain precarious thing, 


And fair-fac'd youth is ever on the wing: 


Tis like the ſtream aſide whole wat'ry bed 
Some blooming plant exalts his flow'ry head, 
Nurs'd by the wave the ſpreading branches riſe, 
Shade all the ground, and flourith to the ſkies; 
The waves the while beneath in ſecret flow, 

And undermine the hollow bank below ; 

Wide and more wide the waters urge their way, 
Bare all the roots, and on their fibres prey ; 

Too late the plant bewails his fooliſh pride, 


And ſinks untimely in the whelming tide. 


But why repine? Does life deſerve my ſigh ? 
Few will lament my loſs whene'er I die. 
For thoſe, the wretches'I deſpiſe or hate, 
I neither envy or regard their fate. | 
For me, whene'er all-conquering death ſhall ſpread 
His wings around my unrepining head, | 
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Nor ſtorms nor comets will my doom declare, 


Lov'd in my life, lamented in my end, 
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care not: though this face be ſeen no more, 
The world will paſs as cheerful as before. 
Bright as before the day-ſtar will appear, 

The fields as verdant, and the ſkies as clear; 


Nor ſigns on earth, nor portents in the air 
Unknown and filent 5 depart my breath, 
Nor nature e' er take notice of my death. 

Yet ſome there are (ere ſpent my vital days) 
Within whoſe breaſts I wiſh my tomb to raite: 


Their praiſe would crown me as their precepts mend: 
To them may thefe fond lines my name endear, 
Not from the poet, but the friend fincere. | 


— 2 , 
THE BEGGAR's PETITION. 
PEIY the ſorrows of a poor old man! 


Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your 


door ; 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan; 
Oh! give rehief—and Heav'n will bleſs your ſtore. 


Theſe tatter'd clothes my poverty beſpeak ; 
_ Theſe hoary locks proclaim my lengthen'd years; 


And many a furrow in my grief-worn cheek 


Has been the channel to a ſtream of tears. 


Yon houſe, erected on the rifing ground, 
With tempting aſpe& drew me from my road; 8 
For plenty there a reſidence has found, A 
And grandeur a magnificent abode. 1 


(Hard is the fate of the inſirm and poor!) 
Here, as Icrav'd a morſel of their bread, 
A pamper'd mental forc'd me from the door, 
I's feek a ſhelter in an humbler ſhed. 
Oh! take me to your hoſpitable dome! 
Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold 
Short is my paſſage to the friendly tomb, 
For I am poor, and miſerably old. 
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Should I reveal the ſource of every grief, 
If ſoft humanity e'er-touch'd your breaſt, 
Your hands would not withhold the kind relief, 
And tears of pity could not be repreſt. 


Heav'n ſends misfortunes—why ſhould we repine ? 
Tis Heav'n has brought me to the ſtate you ſee: 
And your condition may be ſoon like mine 
The child of forrow—and of miſery. 


_ Alittle farm was my paternal lot, 


Then, like the lark, I ſprightly hail'd the morn ; 
But ah! oppreſſion forc'd me from my cot, 
My cattle dy'd, and blighted was my corn. 


My daughter—once the comfort of my age ! 
ur'd by a villain from her native home, 


ls caſt abandon'd on the world's wide-ſtage, 


And doom'd in ſcanty poverty to roam. 


My tender wife—ſweet ſoother of my care ! 
Struck with ſad anguith at the ſtern. decree, 
Fell—ling'ring fell, a victim to deſpair, 
And left the world to wretchedneſs and me. 
Pity the forrows of a poor old man 
Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your 
Goor-;-. | 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan ; 
Oh! give relief—and Heav'n will bleſs your ſtore. 


—  — 
THE BULWARKS OF SOCIETY. 


: 
WV HAT conſtitutes a fiate ? | 

Not high-rais'd battlement, or labour'd mound, * 
Thick wall or moated gate; | 

Not cities proud with ſpires and turrets crown'd-; - 
Not bays and broad arm'd ports, 

Where, laughing at the ſtorm, rich navies ride ; 
Not /farr'd and banged courts, 
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No :—MEN, high- minded MEN, 

With powers as far above dull brutes endued 
In foreft, brake, or den, 

As beaſts excel cold rocks and brambles rude; 
Men who their DUTIEs know, 

But Know their RIGHTS, and knowing, dare main- 

tain, | 

Prevent the long-aim'd blow, 

And cruſh the tyrant while they rend the chain; 
Theſe conſtitute a ſtate, gs 

And ſovereign LAw, that fates collected will, 

O'er thrones and globes elate, 

Sits-empreſs, crowning good, reprefling ill; 
Smit by her ſacred frown, 

The fiend OPPRESSION;, like a vapour ſinks, 
And e'en the all-dazzling crown 

Hides his faint rays, and at her bidding ſhrinks. 


—  — — —  —— 
. 
WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCH YARD. 


THE curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd wind ſlowly o'er the lea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 


Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the fight, 


And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 


Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 


And drowty tinklings lull the diſtant folds; 


Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled tower, 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 

Of ſuch, as, wandering near her ſecret bower, 
Moleſt her ancient tolitary reign. 


' Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 


Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heap, 
Each in His narrow cell for ever laid, TR 2; 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet fleep. 
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The breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, 

The ſwallow twittering from the ſtraw- built ſhed, 
The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 

No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care : 

No children run to liſp their fire's return, 
Or climb his knees, the envied kiſs to ſhare. 


Oft did the harveſt to their ſickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke; 
How jocund did they drive their team a-field ! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke ! 


Let not ambition mock their uſeful toil, 

Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure ; 

Nor grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile, 
The ſhort and ſimple annals of the poor. 


The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of power, 

And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Await alike the inevitable hour, 

'The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


Nor you, ye proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
If memory o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe, - 
Where through the long-drawn aiſle and frettedvault. 
The peeling anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. 


Can ſtoried urn, or animated buſt, 
Back to its manſion call the fleeting breath? 
Can honour's voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 
Or flattery ſooth the dull cold ear of death? 


Perhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire ; 
Hands, that the rod of empires might have ſway, d. 
Or wak'd to ecſtaſy the living lyre. 
But knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the ſpoils of time, did ne'er unroll; 
Chill penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the ſoul. 
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Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, 

The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear: 

Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, 
And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſert air. 


Some village-Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaſt 
The little tyrant of his fields withſtood ; 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt; 
Some Cromwell, guiltleſs of his country's blood. 


Some lovely fair, whoſe unaffected charms 


Shone with attraction to herſelf unknown ; | 
Whoſe beauty might have bleſs'd a monarch's arms, 
And virtue caſt a luſtre on the throne. 


That humble beauty warm'd an honeſt heart, 
And cheer'd the — of a faithful ſpouſe; 
That virtue form'd for every decent part, 


The healthful offspring that adorn'd their houſe. 


Th' applauſe of liſtening ſenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 


wot i o'er a ſmiling land, 


And read their hiſtory in a nation's eyes; 


Their lot forbade ; nor eircumſcrib'd alone ; 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 

Forbade to wade through flaughter to a throne, 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind; 


The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 
'To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, 
Or heap the ſhrine of luxury and pride 
With incenſe kindled at the muſe's flame. 


The thoughtleſs world to majeſt _ bow, 
Exalt the brave, and idolize ſucceſs; 


But more to innocence their ſafety owe, 


Than pow'r, or genius, e'er conſpir'd to bleſs. 


Far from the madding crowd's ignoble firife, 
Their fober wiſhes never learn'd to ſtray; 
Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life, 
They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 
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Yet ev'n theſe bones from inſult to protect, 
Some frail memorial ſtill erected ni 


h, 
With uncouth rhymes and ſhapefeſs ſculpture 


deck'd, 
Implores the paſling tribute of a ſigh. 


Their name, their years, ſpelt by th' unletter'd muſe, 
The place of fame and elegy 7 
And many a holy text around ſhe ſtrews, 
That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. 


Hark ! how the ſacred calm, that breathes around, 
Bids every fierce tumultuous paſhon ceaſe ; 

In ſtill ſmall accents whiſpering from the ground, 
A grateful earneſt of eternal peace. 


For who, to dumb forgetfulneſs a prey, 
This pleaſing anxious being e'er reſign'd, 
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 
Nor caſt one longing lingering look behind? 


On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires; 

Ev'n from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
Ev*n in our aſhes live their wonted fires. 


For thee, who, mindful of th' unhonour'd dead, 
Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; 

If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
Some kindred ſpirit ſhall inquire thy fate; 


Haply ſome hoary-headed ſwain may ſay, | 
Oft have we ſeen him, at the peep of dawn, 
Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away, 

Jo meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 


« Him have we ſeen the greenwood fide along, 
© While o'er the heath we hied, our labour done, 
„Oft as the wood-lark pip'd her farewell ſong, 
„With wiſhful eyes purſue the ſetting ſun. 


There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech,- 
„That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots fo high, 
His liſtleſs length at noon-tide would he ſtretch, 
* And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 


* 


** 
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(There they alike in trembling hope repoſe), 
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« Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 

« Muttering his wayward fancies, he would rove, 
« Now drooping, wotul wan, like one forlorn, 

« Orcraz'd with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs love. 


« One morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill, 
« Along the heath and near his favorite tree ; 
Another came; nor yet beſide the rill, g 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he; 


„The next, with dirges due in ſad array, 
« Slow through the church-way path we ſaw him 
borne. . | 
"” 1 and read (for thou canſt read) the lay 
„ Grav'd on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn. 


There ſcatter'd oft, the earlieſt of the year, 
«© By hands unſeen, are ſhow'rs of violets found; 
„The red-breaſt loves to build and warble there, 


And little footſteps lightly print the ground.“ 
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| | THE EPITAPH. 
HERE reſts his head, upon the lap of earth, 


A youth to fortune and to fame unknown, 
Fair ſcience frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And melancholy mark'd him for her own. 


Large was his bounty, and his ſoul fincere, 
Heaven did a recompence as largely ſend : 
He gave to miſery all he had—a tear; 
He gain'd from heaven ('twas all he wiſh'd)—a 
friend. | 


No farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, | 4 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, * 


The boſom of his father and his God, 
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THE COURSE OF NATURE. 

you do look, my ſon, in a mov'd ſort, 
As if you were diſmay'd : be cheerful, fir : 

Our revels now are ended : theſe our actors, 
As I foretold you, were all ſpirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 
And, like the baſeleſs fabrick of this viſion, 
The cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The folemn temples, the great globe itſelf, 
Yea, all which it inherit, thall Jifolve ; 
And, like this inſubſtantial pageant faded, 


Leave not a rack behind: We are ſuch ſtuff 


As dreams are made on, and our little lif 
Is rounded with a fleep. . 


— — — — 
THE DESPAIRING LOVER. 
\ N THERE now are all my flatt'ring dreams of joy? 


MoNIIA, give my ſoul her wonted reſt; 
Since firſt thy beauty fix'd my roving eye, 
Heart-gnawing cares corrode my penſtve breaſt. 
Let happy lovers fly where pleafures call, 
With feſtive ſongs beguile the fleeting hour; 
Lead beauty through the mazes of the ball, 
Or preſs her wanton'in love's roſeate bower. 


For me, no more I'll range th' empurpled mead, 
Where ſhepherds pipe, and virgins dance around; 

Nor wander through the woodbine's fragrant ſhade, 
To hear the mufic of the grove reſound. 


I'll ſeek ſome lonely church, or dreary hall, | 
Where fancy paints the glimm'ring taper blue; 
Where damps hang mould'ring on the ivy'd wall, 

And ſheeted ghoſts drink up the midnight dew:- 
There leagu'd with hopeleſs anguiſh and deſpair, 
Awhile in filence o'er my fate repine: 
Fhen with a long farewell to love and care, 
To kindred duſt my weary limbs conſign. 


# 
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Wilt thou, MoNIMIA, ſhed a gracious tear 
On the cold grave where all my ſorrows reſt ? 
Strew vernal flow'rs, applaud my love fincere, 
And bid the turf lie eaſy on my breaſt ?- 


: 


. ——— 


SOLITUDE. 


| Oo SOLITUDE, romantic maid ! 
Whether by nodding towers you tread, 


Or haunt the deſert's trackleſs gloom, 3 
Or hover o'er the yawning tomb, =» 
Or climb the Andes' clifted fide, 1 1 
Or by the Nile's coy ſource abide, 1 
Or ſtarting from your half- year's ſleep 1 
From Hecla view the thawing deep, = 
Or, at the purple dawn of day, | 3 
Tadmor's marble waſtes ſurvey; 4 
+ You, recluſe, again I woo, | 


And again your ſteps. purſue. 


Plum'd conCEIT himſelf ſurveying, 
. «+ FoLLyY with her ſhadow playing, 
Purſe-proud, elbowing INSOLENCE, 
Bloated empiric, puff'd PRETENCE, 
NotsE that through a trumpet ſpeaks, 
LAUGHTER in loud peals that breaks, 


i INTRUSION with a fopling's face, : 
+ (Ignorant of time and place) - . 
5 Sparks of fire diſſention blowing, 3 


, Ductile, court-bred FLATTERY, bowing, 
REsTRAINT's ſtiff neck, GRIMACE's leer, 
Squint-ey'd CENSURE's artful ſneer, 
AMBITION's buſkins, ſteep'd in blood, 
Fly thy preſence, $0LITUDE. ' 
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Sage REFLECTION bent with years, 
Conſcious VIRTUE void of fears, 4 
Muffled s1LENCE, wood-nymph ſhy, = 
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Halcyon PEACE on moſs reclin'd, 
RETROSPEOT that ſcans the mind, 
Rapt earth-gazing RESVERY, | 
Bluſhing artleſs MoDP ESTV, 
HEALTH that ſnuffs the morning air, 
Full-ey'd TRUTH with boſom bare, 
INSPIRATION, nature's child, 


Seek the ſolitary wild. 

When all nature's huſh'd aſleep, 
Nor love nor guilt their vigils keep, 
Soft you leave your cavern'd den, 


And wander o'er the works of men ; 


But when git pe brings the dawn 
By her dappled courſers drawn, 

Again you to the wild retreat 

And the early huntſman meet, 

Where as you penſive pace along, 

You catch the diſtant thepherd's ſong, 

Or bruſh from herbs the pearly dew, 

Or the riſing primroſe view. 
Devotion lends her heaven-plum'd wings, 
You mount, and nature with you ſings. 
But when the mid-day fervors glow, 

To upland airy ſhades you go, | 
Where never ſun-burnt woodman came, 
Nor ſportſman chac'd the timid game; 
And there beneath an oak reclin'd, 

With drowſy waterfalls behind, 

You fink to reſt. 

Till the tuneful bird of night, 

From the neighb'ring poplar's height, 
Wake you with her folemn ſtrain, 


And teach pleas'd echo to complain. 


With you roſes brighter bloom, 
Sweeter oy ſweet perfume, 


Purer every fountain flows, 


Stronger every wilding grows. 


Let thoſe toil for gold who pleaſe, 
Or for fame renounce their eaſe. 
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What is fame? an empty bubble; 
Gold? a tranſient, ſhining: trouble. 
Let them for their country bleed, 


What was SIDNEY's, RAEICGEH's meed ? 


Man's not worth a moment's/ pain, 
Baſe, ungrateful, fickle, vain. 

Then let me, ſequeſter d fair, 

To your ſibyl grot repair; 

On yon hanging cliff it ſtands, | 
Scoop'd by nature's ſalvage hands, 
Boſom'd in the gloomy ſhade 

Of cypreſs not with age decay'd. 
Where the owl ftill hooting ſits, 
Where the bat inceſſant flits, 

There in loftier ſtrains I'll fing 
Whence the changing ſeaſons ſpring, 
Tell how ſtorms deform the ſkies, 
Whence the wave ſubſide and rife, 
Trace the comet's blazing tail, 
Weigh the planets in a ſcale; 

Bend, great God, before thy ſhrine, 
The bournleſs macocroſm's thine. 


Save me! what's yon ſhrouded ſhade? 
That wanders in the dark-brown glade. 
It beckons me !—vain fears adieu, 
Myſterious ghoſt, I follow you. 

Ah me! too well that gait I know, 


My youth's firſt friend, my manhood's woe 
Its breaſt it bares! what! ſtain'd with blood? 


Quick let me ſtanch the vital flood. 

Oh ſpirit, whither art thou flown ? 

Why left me comfortleſs alone? 

O SOLITUDE, on me beftow 

The heart-felt harmony of woe, 
Such—ſuch, as on th' Auſonian ſhore, _ 
Sweet Dorian Moſchus trill'd of yore: 
No time ſhould cancel thy deſert, 
More—more, than Bion was, thou wert. 
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O goddeſs of the tearful eye, 

The never-ceaſing ſtream ſupply. 

Let us with retirement go 

To charnels, and the houſe of woe, 

O'er friendſhip's hearſe low-drooping mourn, 
Where the hickly tapers burn, 

Where death and nyn-clad ſorrow dwell, 
And nightly ring the ſolemn knell. 

The gloom diſpels, the charnel ſmiles, 
Light flaſhes through the vaulted aiſles; 
Blow filky ſoft, thou weſtern gale, 

O goddeſs of the deſert, hail! 
She burſts from yon cliff-riven cave, 
Inſulted by the wint'ry wave; | 
Her brow an ivy-garland binds, 
Her treſſes wanton in the winds, 
A lion's ſpoils, without a zone, 
Around her limbs are careleſs thrown ; 
Her right hand wields a knotted mace, 
Her eyes roll wild, a ſtride her pace; 
Her left a magic mirror holds, 
In which ſhe oft herſelf beholds. 
O goddeſs of the deſert, hail! 
And ſofter blow, thou weſtern gale! 
Since in each ſcheme of life I've fail'd, 
And diſappointment ſeems entail'd; 
; | Since all on earth I valued moſt, 3 


My guide, my ſtay, my friend is loſt; 
You, only you, can make me bleſt, 

And huſh the tempeſt in my breaſt. 

Then gently deign to guide my feet, 

= To your hermit-trodden ſeat, 

= Where I may live at laſt my own, 

Where at laſt may die 421 Cana 

I ſpoke, ſhe turn'd her magic ray, | 

And thus ſhe ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay: | 

1 Youth, you're miſtaken, if you think to fin 

'F In ſhades a med'cine for a troubled mind; 

a | Wan grief will haunt you whereſoe'er you go, 

= >Þigh in the breeze, and in the ſtreamlet flow, 
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There pale Iv Acro pines his life away, 

And, ſatiate, curſes the return of day : 

There naked FRENZY, laughing wild with pain, 
Or bares the blade, or plunges in the main: 
There SUPERSTITION broods o'er all her fears, 
And yells of demons in the zephyr hears. 

But if a hermit you're reſolv'd to dwell, 

And bid to focial life a laſt farewell; 

"Tis impious. erg 
God never made an independent man, 
Twould jarr the concord of his general plan: 
See every part of that ſtupendous whole, 

«© Whoſe body nature is, and God the ſoul;“ 
To one great end, the general good confpire, 
From matter, brute, to man, to ſeraph, he: 
Should man, through nature ſolitary roam, 

His will his fovereign, everywhere his home, 
What force wou'd guard him from the lion's jaw! 
What ſwiftneſs wing him from the panther's paw? 
Or ſhould fate lead him to ſome ſafer thore, 
Where panthers never prowl, nor lions roar; 
Where liberal nature all her charms beſtows, 


Suns ſhine, birds ſing, flowers bloom and water flows, | 


Fool, doſt thou think he*d revel on the ftore, 
Abſolve the care of heaven, nor aſk for more? 
Gn, > flow'd, flow'rs bloom'd, aud Pheœbus 
one, 

He'd ſigh, he'd murmur, that he was alone. 
For know, the Maker on the human breaft, 
A ſenſe of kindred, country, man, impreſt; 
And ſocial life to better, aid, adorn, 
With proper faculties each mortaFs born. 

Though nature's works the ruling mind declare, 
And well-deſerve inquiry's ſerious care, 
The God (whate'er miſanthropy may ſay) 
Shines, beams in man with moſt kev fo ed ray. 
What boots it thee to fly from pole to pole ? 
Hang o'er the ſun, and with the planets roll ? 
What boots, through ſpace'sfurtheft bourns to roam? 
If thou, O man, a ftranger art at home? 
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Then know thyſelf, the human mind ſurvey, 
The uſe, the pleaſure will the toil repay. 
Hence inſpiration plans his manner'd lays, 
e crown, and Shakſpeare hence thy 

| ays. 
Hence "#4 the pride of Athens and the ſhame, 

The beſt and wiſeſt of mankind became. 

Nor ſtudy only, practiſe what you know, 

Your life, your knowledge, to mankind you owe. 
With Plato's olive-wreath the bays entwine : 

Thoſe who in ſtudy, ſhou'd in practice ſhine. 
When freedom gaſp'd beneath a Cæſar's feet, 

Then public virtue might to ſhades retreat; 

But where ſhe breathes, the leaſt may uſeful be, - 
And freedom, Britain, ftill belong to thee. 

On each condition diſappointments wait, 

Enter the hut, and force the guarded gate. 

Nor dare repine, though early friendſhip bleed, 
From love, the world, and all its cares he's freed. 
But know, adverſity's the child of God; 

Whom heaven approves of moſt muſt feel her rod. 
When ſmooth old ocean and each ſtorm's aſleep, 
Then ignorance may plough the watery deep; 

But when the demons of the tempeſt rave, 

Skill muſt conduct the veſſel through the wave. 
SIDNEY, what good man envies not thy blow ? 

Who would not with ANYTvUs for a foe ? , 
Intrepid virtue triumphs over fate, 

The good can never be unfortunate. 

And be this maxim graven in thy mind— 
The height of virtue is to ſerve mankind. 

But when old age has filver'd o'er thy head, 
When memory fails, and all thy vigour's fled, 
Then may'ſt thou ſeek the ſtillneſs of retreat, 
Then hear-aloof the human tempeſt beat, 
Then will I greet thee to my woodland cave, 
Allay the pangs of age, and ſmooth thy grave. 
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And MELANCHOLY, filent maid, 
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ADVERSITY. 
Dx HTER of Jove, relentleſs power, 


Thou tamer of the human breaſt, 
Whoſe iron ſcourge, and torturing hour, 
The bad affright, amidſt the beſt! i 
Bound in thy adamantine chain 
The proud are taught to taſte of pain, 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 
With pangs unfelt before, unpitied, and alone. 


When firſt thy fire to ſend on earth | 20 
VIRTUE, his darling child, defign'd, | | 
To thee he gave the heavenly birth, | | 
And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stern rugged nurſe ; thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year ſhe bore: iN 
What ſorrow was, has bad'ſt her know, = 
And from her own ſhe learn'd to melt at others woe. | 


Scar'd at thy frown terrific, fly 
Self. pleaflag folly's idle brood, 
Wild laughter, noiſe, and thoughtleſs joy, 
And leave us leiſure to be good. 
Light they diſperſe, and with them go 
The ſummer friend, the flattering foe ; 
By vain proſperity Teceiv'd, | 
To her they vow their truth, and are again believ'd 
Wispou, in ſable garb array d, 
Immers'd in rapturous thought profound, 


With leaden eye, that loves the ground, 
Still on thy ſolemn ſteps attend : 
Warm CHARITY, the general friend, 
With jusrIcE, to herſelf ſevere, | 
And PIT, dropping ſoft the ſadly- pleaſing tear. 


Oh, gently on thy ſuppliant's head, 
Dread goddeſs, lay thy chaſtening hand 
Not in thy gorgon terrors clad, 
Nor circled with the vengeful band 
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SH 


(As by the impious thou art ſeen) | 
With thundering voice and threatening mien, 
With ſcreaming horror's fun'ral cry, 

Deſpair, and fell diſeaſe, and ghaſtly poverty. 


Thy form benign, ah goddeſs, wear, 

Thy milder influence impart, 
Thy philoſophic train be there, 

o ſoften, not to wound my heart. 

The generous ſpark extinct revive, 
Teach me to love and to forgive, 
Exact my own defects to ſcan, 
What others are, to feel, and know myſelf a man.. 


——— + 
CUPID BENIGHTED. 


THE ſable night had ſpread around 


This nether world a gloom profound; 
No filver moon-nor ſtars appear 
The lonely traveller to cheer : 
The race of man, with toils oppreſt, 
Enjoy'd the balmy ſweets of reſt ! 
When from the heav'nly court of Jove, 
Deſcended ſwift the god of love, 

Ah me! I tremble to relate) 

And loudly thunder'd at my gate. ü 
« Who's there!“ I cried “ who breaks my door, 
« At this unſeaſonable hour? 
The god, with well-diſſembled ſighs, 
And moan inſidious, thus replies: 
« Pray ope the door, dear fir—'tis I, 
„A harinleſs miſerable boy: 
“ Benumb'd with cold and rain, I ſtray 
«-A long, uncomfortable way 
% The winds with bluſt'ring 5 roar-- 
„ Tis diſmal dark—pray ope the door.“ 
Quite unſuſpicious of a foe, 


I liſten'd to the tale of woe, 
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Compaſſion touch'd m breaſt, and ſtrait 
I ſtruck a light, unbarr'd the gate; | 
When lo! a winged boy I ſpy'd, FIR 3 
With bow and quiver at his fide : | 3 
I wonder'd at his ſtrange attire ; | | | 
5 
| 


Then friendly plac'd him near the fire. 
My heart was bounteous and benign, 

] warm'd his little hands in mine ; 
Cheer'd him with kind aſſiduous care, 
And wrung the water from his hair. 
Soon as the fraudful youth was warm, 
Let's try,“ ſays he, if any harm, 
Has chanc'd my bow this ſtormy night; 
fear the wet has ſpoil'd it quite.” \ 
With that he bent the fatal yew, | 
And to the head an arrow drew; 

Loud twang'd the ſounding ſtring, the dart 
Pierc'd through my boſom to my heart: 

Then laugh'd amain the wanton boy, 

And “ Friend,” he cried, „I wiſh thee joy 
«© Undamag'd is my bow, I ſee, | 
„ But what a wretch I've made of thee 


————— — — — 
ODE. 


TO THE PEREMPTORY, ILI- NATURE D, AND 
UNWELCOME MONOSYLLABLE 


; MO. 2 
HOU ſaucy malapert! away 


Thy name, ah! may I never hear, 
Nor blaſts malignant, e'er convey 
Thy mandate to my ſtartled ear; 
May winds diſperſe the found in air, 
E'er on the trembling nerve impreſt; 
(The ſound that fills with grief the breaſt, 
And gives the heart to dire deſpair.) 
All hateful! may the maid I love renounce thee, 
And never, with averted 45 pronounce thee. 
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Full many a heart, oppreſs'd with woe, 
Has cauſe to mourn thy baleful pow'rs, 
That bid the ſtream of forrow flow, | 
Full faſt adown in briny ſhow'rs. 
For ſweetmeats teazing, many a boy, 
Struck with the heart-appalling bend, 
Has weeping roll'd along the ground, 
His little boſom dead to joy; 
Or fled, to vent the grief that rends his ſoul, 
In ſome dark corner, or ſome gloomy hole. 


Thou offspring vile of tyrant pride, 
Thou lordeſt o'er the weak and poor; 
Like ſurly porter, or ſour maſtiff try'd, 
Doſt ſpurn the ſuppliant from the door 
To wand'ring — well known, 
Thy dreaded name gives little care; 
But ſinks the wretch, who ſeeks a gown, 
In loweſt depths of dark deſpair. 
The pliant courtier, at my lord's levee, 
More than the devil, dreads the fight of thee, - 


In all its gorgon terrors deck'd, 
Thy form the trembling poet ſcares; 
Who long, in ſpite of cold neglect, 
Has worry'd patronage with pray'rs, 
The wretched fcribbler flow retires, 
Dejected, all his wiſhes croſt, 
All hopes of future fortune's loſt, 
And quench'd the muſe's ardent fires; 
Full well, his lengthen'd face, and hollow cheek, 
The poignant anguiſh of his ſoul beſpeak. 


The ſighing lover, too, poor wight ! 
By thee (hard caſe!) expell'd from heav'n, 
Mutt quit his dear-lov'd fair one's ſight, * 
And fly, to lonely deſerts driv'n: 
Wild- ſtarting, ſtill he ſeems to hear, 
Re- echo d ' midſt the gloom profound, 
The dreadful, hope - deſtroying ſound, 
All ſad vibrating on his ear; | 


And lonely wand'ring o'er the wild, diſtreſt, 
He ſtrays forlorn, and weeping beats his breaſt. 


Ah! ne'er with rigor ftern oppoſe 
The gentle wiſhes of a genial flame, 
Nor give, a prey to hopeleſs woes, 
The heart a better meed may claim. 
But, when with wild, unbridled force, 
 Heedleſs of REASON's high beheſt, 
Rude paſſion ſways the ardent breaſt, 
Reſtrain us in our headlong courſe; 
When we, forgetful, ceaſe to act as men, 
Step reſolute between, and check us then. 


— 2 —— 


ON THE 


PLEASURES ARISING FROM VICISSTTUDE. 


. A FRAGMENT. 
NOW the golden morn aloft 


Waves her dew-beſpangled wing, 
With vermil cheek, and whiſper ſoft, 
She wooes the tardy ſpring: 
Till April ftarts, and calls around 
The ſleeping fragrance from the ground; 
And lightly o'er the living ſcene 
Scatters his freſheſt, tendereſt green. 
New-born flocks, in ruſtic dance, 
Friſking ply their feeble feet; 
Forgetful of their wint'ry trance: 
The birds his preſence greet: 
But chief, the ſky-lark warbles high 
His trembling thrilling ecſtaſy; ' 
And, leſſening from the dazzled fight, 
Melts into air and liquid light. 


Yeſterday the ſullen year 
Saw the ſnowy whirlwind fly; 
Mute was the muſic of the air, 
The herd ſtood —_— by: 
25 
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Their raptures now that wildly flow, 
No yeſterday, nor morrow know; 


Tis man alone that joy deſcries 
With forward and reverted eyes. 


Smiles on paſt misfortune's brow, 

Soft reflection's hand can trace; 
And o'er the cheek of forrow throw 

A melancholy grace: 
While hope prolongs our happier hour; 
Or deepeſt ſhades, that dimly lower 
And blacken round our weary way, 
Gilds with a gleam of diſtant day. 


Still, where roſy pleaſure leads, 
See a kindred prief purſue; 
Behind the ſteps that miſery treads 
Approaching comfort view: 
The hues of bliſs more brightly glow, 
Chaſtis'd by ſabler tints of woe; 
And blended firm, with artful ftrife, 
For ſtrength and harmony of life. 


See the wretch, that long has toſt 
On the thorny bed of pain, 
At length repair his vigour loſt, - 
And breathe, and walk again : 
The meaneſt floweret of the vale, 
The ſimpleſt note that ſwells the gale, 
The common ſun, the air, the ſkies, 
To him are opening paradiſe. 


Humble quiet builds her cell 

Near the courſe where pleaſure flows; 
She eyes the clear chryſtalline well, 

And taſtes it as it goes. 
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FATHER of all! in ev'ry age, 
In ev'ry clime, ador'd, 
By ſaint, by ſavage, and by ſage, 
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord ! 
Thou great firſt-cauſe, leaſt underſtood, 
Who all my ſenſe confin'd, 9 2 
To know but this, that thou art good; 
And that myſelf am blind. | 
Yet gave me, in this dark eſtate, 
To ſee the good from ill; 
And, binding nature faſt in fate, 
Left free the human will. 


What conſcience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do, 

This, teach me more then Hell to ſhun, 
That, more than Heav'n purſue. 


What bleſſings thy free bounty gives, 
Let me not caſt away; 1 
For God is paid when man receives; 
T enjoy is to obey. | 
Yet not to earth's contracted ſpan 
Thy goodneſs let me bound, 
Or think thee Lord alone of man, 
When thouſand worlds are round. 


Let not this weak, unknowing hand, 
Preſume thy bolts to throw, 

And deal damnation round the land 
On each I judge thy foe. 


If I am right, thy grace impart, 
Still in the right to ſtay : 

If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 
To find that better way. 
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Save me alike from fooliſh pride, 

Or impious diſcontent, 
At ought thy wiſdom has deny'd, 

Or aught thy goodneſs lent. 


Teach me to feel another's woe, 
To hide the fault I ſee ; 

'That mercy I to others ſhew, 
That mercy ſhew to me. 


Mean though I am, not wholly ſo, 
Since quicken'd by thy breath ; 

O lead me whereſo'er I go, 
Through this day's life or death. 


This day, be bread and peace my lot : 
All elſe beneath the ſun, | | 

Thou know'ſt if beſt beſtow'd or not, 
And let thy will be done. 


To thee, whoſe temple is all ſpace ; 
Whoſe altar, 4 þ ſea, ſkies |! 
One chorus let all beings raiſe ! 
All nature's incenſe riſe !— 


— — | 
THE HAPPY LIFE. 


A Book, a friend, a ſong, a glaſs, 

A chaſte, yet laughter-loving laſs, 
To mortals various joys impart, 
Inform the ſenſe, and warm the heart. 


Thrice happy they, who careleſs laid 
Beneath a kind-embow'ring thade, 
With roſy wreaths their temples crown, 
In roſy wine their ſorrows drown. 


Meanwhile the muſes wake the lyre, 
The graces modeſt mirth inſpire, 
Good-natur'd humour, harmleſs wit; 
Well temper'd joys, nor grave, nor light, 
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Let ſacred Venus with her heir, 
And dear IANTHE too be there. 
Muſic and wine in concert move 
With beauty, and refining love. 


There PEACE ſhall ſpread her dove-like wing, 
And bid her olives round us ſpring. 

There TRUTH ſhall reign, a Gerad gueſt! 

And INNOCENCE, to crown the reſt. 


Begone, AMBITION, riches, toys, 
And ſplendid cares, and guilty joys !— 
Give me a book, a friend, a glaſs, 
And a chaſte, laughter-loving laſs. 


. ————ę 
INSCRIPTION 


AT THE ENTRANCE OF A BURIAL GROUND FOR 
NEGRO SLAVES, IN A:GROVE OF PIMMENTO. 


8 whoe'er thou art, with rev'rence 
tread, | 

Lo! theſe, the filent manſions of the dead ! 

His life of labour o'er, the wearied ſlave 

Here finds, at length, foft quiet in the grave: 
View not, with proud diſdain, th' unſculptur'd heap, 
Where injur'd innocence forgets to weep, 3 
Not idly deem, although not here are found 
The ſolemn aiſle and conſecrated ground, 


The ſpot leſs ſacred :——o'er the turf-built urid 


Where virtue ſleeps, reſides the power divine. 
4 8 — — 


CONTENT. 


(Y'ER moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, 
and bare, 
As wilder'd and weary'd, I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs fees my deſpair, 
And leads me—oeer lawns—to her home: 


. : a BY D , * a k Z ä 
r \ 4 4 Ld a... 1 „ *% an; HL Iv 
A LR oa Ge HB" 8 wes — * EI — 


- Gol 58 


2 8 n 


ee OI 
f F 


; F 
. 
=" 
2 = 
2 
. 
L 1 
« 9 


MEE IVEY - 
— ITE 


e 


. 


44 TEMPLE OF APOLLO. 


Yellow ſheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had 
crown'd, . | T7” 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on her floor, 
Her caſement, ſweet woodbines crept waiitonly 
round, | 


And deck'd the ſod ſeats at the door. 


We fat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits! and ſhe cull'd me the beſt ; 
While thrown from my guard, by ſome glances ſhe 
caſt, 
Love lily ſtole into my breaſt ! 
I told my ſoft wiſhes ; ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine!) 
I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
But take me, fond ſhepherd I'm thine. - 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpe& ſo meek ! 
So fimple, yet ſweet, were her charms ! 
I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek; 
And lock'd the dear maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if, by yon prattle, the ſtream, 
Reclin'd on her boſom, I fink into fleep, 
Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the flow riſing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views, 

Or reſt on the rock whence the ſtreamlet diſtils, 
And point out new themes for my muſe. 

To pomp or proud titles ſhe ne*er did aſpire, 
The damſel's of humble deſcent ; 

The cottager, PEACE, is well known for her fire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her conTENT. 


— OUR IE ern = f : L 


THIRST. 


Ol earth, when in a tippling vein, 


Drinks torrents of ambroſial rain, 
Which the tall trees, by heat oppreſt, 
Drink from her kind maternal breaft: 
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Leſt angry ocean ſhould be dry, 

The river gods their ſtores ſupply : 
The monarch of the glowing day 
Drinks large potations from the ſea : '' 
And the pale empreſs of the niht *P 
Drinks from his orb propitious light: g 
All—all things drink—abſtemious ſage ! 
Why ſhould not we our thirſt aſſuage ? 


| 3 
THE COUNTRY CLERGYMAN. = 

NEAR yonder copſe, where once the garden ſmil'd, 
And ſtill where many a garden flower grows wild; 1 

There, where a few torn ſhrubs the place diſcloſe, 

The village preacher's modeſt manſion roſe. | = 

A man he was, to all the country dear, | 4 

And paſling rich with forty pounds a-year;. 2 

Remote from towns he ran his godly race, | 

Nore'er had chang'd, nor wiſh'd to han ge his place; 

Unſkilful he to fawn, or ſeek for power, | 

By doctrines faſhion'd to the varying hour ; 

Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize, 

More bent to raiſe the wretched than to riſe. 

His houſe was known to all the vagrant train, 

He chid their wand'rings, but reliev'd their pain 

The long-remember'd beggar was his gueſt, 

Whoſe beard deſcending ſwept his aged breaſt ; 

The ruin'd ſpendthrift, now no longer proud, 

Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd 

The broken ſoldier, kindly bid to ſtay, 

Sat by his fire, and talk'd the night away; 

Wept o'er his wounds, or, tales of ſorrow done, 

Shoulder'd his crutch, and ſhow'd how fields were 


won. | 
Pleas'd with his gueſts, the good man learn'd to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe ; 
Careleſs their merits, on their faults to ſcan, 
His pity gave ere charity began, 
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Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And ev'n his failings lean'd to viRTUE:'s fide 
But in his duty prompt at every call, | 
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt for all. 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 

To tempt its new-fledg'd offspring to the ſkies, 
He try'd each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 
Beſide the bed where parting life was laid, 
And ſorrow, guilt, and pain by turns diſmay'd, 
'The rey'rend champion ſtood. At his controul 
Deſpair and oy. fled the ſtruggling foul ; 


Comfort came down the — wretch to raiſe, 


And his laſt fault'ring accents whiſper'd praiſe. 
At church, with meek and — grace, 

His looks adorn'd the venerable place; 

Truth from his lips prevail'd with double ſway, 

And fools, who came to ſcoff, remain'd to pray. 

The ſervice paſt, around the pious man, | 

With ready zeal, each honeſt ruſtic ran; 

Ev'n children follow'd with endearing wile, 


And pluck'd his gown, to ſhare the good man's ſmile. 


His ready ſmile a parent's warmth exprelt, / 

Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares diſtreſt; 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were giv'n, 
But all his ſerious thoughts had reſt in Heaven. 

As ſome tall cliff that lifts its awful form, | 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the ſtorm, 
Though round its breaftthe roliing clouds are ſpread, 
Eternal ſunſhine ſettles on its head. 


—— —— *³¹ 


SOURCES OF LIFE AND DEATH. 
AN EPIGRAM. 


THE vital vigor of the human frame, 
Melts down in death, in women and in wine; 
Of life and death the ſources are the fame, 
In theſe they riſe, and in the ſame decline. 


ſe, 


3 


To ſhed its luſtre o'er thy face, | = 
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BEAUTY. 


THE vzavry which the gods beſtow, 
Did they but give it for a ſhow? | 2 
No—'twas lent thee from above, we 


TY FE N 


And with its pure and native grace 
To charm the foul to LOVE. 


The flaunting fun, whoſe weſtern beams, 
This evening drink of-ocean's ſtreams, 
To-morrow ſprings to light ; 
But when thy BEAUTY ſets, my fair, 
No morrow ſhall its beam repair, 
Tis all eternal night. 


See too, my love, the virgin roſe, M 
How ſweet, how baſhfully it blows 
Beneath the vernal ſkies! _ 
How ſoon it blooms in full diſplay, 
Its boſom opening to the day, 
'Then withers, ſhrinks, and dies. 


Of mortal life's declining hour, 

Such is the leaf, the bud, the flow'r ; 
Then crop the roſe in time. 

Be bleſt and bleſs, and kind impart 

The juſt return of heart for heart, 
Ere love becomes a crime. 18 k 

To 2 then, my charmer, haſte, —_ 

And ere thy youth begins to waſte, | = 
Ere BEAUTY dims 1ts ray, 


— 
Ou 


\ 


— 
8 . 
I * 

* Is Py 
1 


C RESTS 
Nr 
* "I. 


bad. —_ we IJ £2 at * 1 
n . 


Se 
4 Ao 
. JOE I. 


n 
0 


The proffer'd gift of love employ, | : : 
Improve each moment into joy, = 
Be happy whilſt you may. Fi 
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INDEPENDENCE. 


THY ſpirit, INDEPENDENCE, let me ſhare, 
Lord of the lion-heart and eagle-eye, 


Thy ſteps I follow with my boſom bare, 


Nor heed the ſtorm: that howls along the ſky. 
Deep in the frozen regions of the worck, 

A goddeſs violated brought thee forth, 
Immortal LIBERTY, whoſe looks ſublime 


Hath bleach'd the tyrant's cheek in every varying 


clime. : 

What time the iron-hearted Gaul & 

With frantic ſuperſtition for his guide, 
Arm'd with the dagger and the pall, 

The ſons of Woden to the field defy'd : 
The ruthleſs hag, by Weſer's flood, 

In heaven's name urg'd the infernal blow ; 
And red the ſtream began to flow: 
The vanquiſh'd were baptiz'd with blood! 


The Saxon prince in horror fled 

From altars ſtain'd with human gore ; 
And LIBERTY his routed legions led 
In ſafety to the bleak Norwegian ſhore. 
There in a cave a-fleep ſhe lay, 

Lulled by the hoarſe-reſounding main; 
When a bold ſavage paſt that way, 

Impell'd by deſtiny, his name DIsDAIN. 

Of ample front the portly chief appear'd : 

The hunted bear pp a ſhaggy veſt; 
The drifted ſnow hung on his yellow beard ; 

And his broad ſhoulders brav'd the furious blaſt. 
He ſtopt:— He gaz'd ;—his boſom glow'd, 

And deeply felt the impreſſion of her charms ; 
He ſeiz'd the advantage tate allow'd : * | 
And ſtraight compreſs'd her in his vigorous 

arms. | | 
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The curlew ſcream'd, the tritons blew 
Their ſhells to celebrate the raviſh'd rite ; 
Old Time exulted as he flew ; 
And INDEPENDENCE ſaw the light. 
The light he ſaw in Albion's happy plains, 
Where under cover of a flowering thorn, 
While Philomel renew'd her warbled ſtrains, 
The auſpicious fruit of ſtol'n embrace was born 
The mountain dryads ſeized with joy, | 
The ſmiling 1 us to their charge conſign'd ; 
The Doric muſe careſs'd the favourite boy; 
The hermit wisDom ftor'd his opening mind. 
As rolling years matured his age, 
He flouriſh'd bold and finewy as his fire ; 
While the mild paſſions in his breaſt aſſuage 
The fiercer flames of his maternal fire. 


| Accompliſhed thus, he winged his vous 
And zealous roved from pole to pole, 
The rolls of right eternal to diſplay, 


And warm with patriot thoughts the aſpiring 


| foul, 
On deſert iſles *twas he that rais'd | 
Thoſe ſpires that gild the Adriatic wave, 
Where tyranny beheld, amaz'd, 
Fair FREEDOM's temple, where he mark'd her 
grave. | 
He ſteel'd the blunt Batavian's arms 
To burſt the Iberian's double chain; 
And cities rear'd, and planted farms, 
Won from the ſkirts of Neptune's wide domain.. 
He, with the generous ruſtics, ſate, 
On Uri's rocks in cloſe divan ; 
And winged that arrow, ſure as fate, 
Which aſcertain'd the ſacred RIGHTs OF MAN, 


Arabia's ſcorching ſands he croſs'd, 


Where blaſted nature pants ſupine, 


Conductor of her tribes a-duſt, 


To FREEDOM'sS adamantine ſhrine ; 
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And many a Tartar horde forlorn, aghaſt! 

He ſnatch'd from under fell oppreſſion's wing; 
And taught, amidſt the dreary waſte, 

The all-cheering hymns of LIBERTY to ſing. 
He VIRTUE finds, like precious ore, 

Diffus'd through wo baſer mould, 


Even now he ſtands on Calvi's rocky ſhore, 
And turns the droſs of Corſica to gold; 
He, guardian genius, taught my youth 
Pomp's tinſel livery to deſpite : 
My lips by him chaſtiſed to TRUTH, 
N e'er paid that homage which my heart denies. 


Thoſe ſculptur'd halls my feet ſhall never tread, 
Where varniſh'd vice and VANITY combin'd, 
To dazzle and ſeduce, their banners ſpread ; 
And forge vile ſhackles for the free-born mind. 
While INSOLENCE his. wrinkled front uprears, 
And all the flowers of ſpurious fancy blow ; 
And TITLE his 1ll- woven chaplet wears, 
Full often wreathed around the miſcreant's 
. brow; 
Where ever-dimpling FALSEHOoO D, pert and 
vain, | 
Preſents her cup of ſtate profeſſion's froth ; 
And pale DISEASE, with all his bloated train, 
Torments the ſons of GLUTTONY and $LOTH. 


In fortune's.car, behold that minion ride, 
With either India's glittering ſpoils oppreſt, 
So moves the ſumpter-mule, in harneſs'd pride, 
That bears the treaſure which he cannot taſte. 
For him let venal bards difgrace the bay, | 
And hireling minſtrels wake the tinkling ſtring ; 
Her ſenſual ſnares let faithleſs pleaſure lay; i 
And jingling bells fantaſtic folly ring; 
Diſquiet, doubt, and dread ſhall intervene ; 
And nature, ſtill to all her feelings juſt, _ 


In vengeance hang a damp on every ſcene, 


Shook from the baleful pinions of diſguſt. 


Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 


And the peeping ſun-beam, now, 


Philomel forſakes the thorn, 


And the lark, to meet the morn, 
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NATURE I'll court in her ſequeſter'd haunts, 

By mountain, meadow, ſtreamlet, grove, or cell; 
Where the pois'd lark his evening ditty chaunts, 

And HEALTH, and PEACE, and CONTEMPLA- 1 

TION dwell. 1 
There sTUDY ſhall with soLITU PDE recline ; 
And FRIENDSHIP pledge me to his fellow- 
- ſwains; | 
And TorL and TEMPERANCE ſedately twine 

The lender cord that fluttering life ſuſtains : 
And fearleſs poveRTy ſhall guard the door; 

And TASTE unſpoiled the frugal table ſpread ; 
And 1NDUSTRY ſupply the humble ſtore ; 

And 5sLEEP; unbribed, his dews refreſhing ſhed : 
White-mantled 1NNoCENCE, #therial ſprite, 
Shall chaſe far off the goblins of the night : 

And INDEPENDENCE O'er the day preſide, 
Propitious power ! my patron and my pride. 
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DAY. Ri: 10 2 

MORNIN G. 3 

IN the barn the tenant cock, 1 
Cloſe to Partlet perch'd on high, 2 

. 7s "8 
Briſkly grows, (the ſhepherd's clock!) bi 
Jocund that the morning's nigh. | 1 


= 
Fool 


Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire : 


Peep ef — 
4 cock 
I pe ER 


Paints with gold the village ſpire... 


Plaintive where ſhe prates at night ; 


Soars beyond the ſhepherd's fight. 
F 2 
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From the low-roof*d cottage ridge, 
See the chatt'ring ſwallow ſpring; 

Darting through the one-arch'd bridge, 
Quick ſhe dips her dappled wing. 


Now the pine-tree's waving top 
Gently greets the morning gale! 

Kidlings, now, begin to crop 

, Daiſies in the dewy dale. 


From the balmy ſweets, uncloy'd, 
(Reſtleſs till her taſk be done) 
Nov, the buſy bee's employ'd 
Sipping dew before the ſun. 
Trickling through the crevic'd rock, 
Where the limpid ſtream diſtills, 
Sweet refreſhment waits the flock 
When *tis ſun-drove from the hills. 


Colin, for the promis'd corn 

(Ere the harveſt hopes are ripe) 
Anxious, hears the at's Horm, 
Boldly ſounding, drown his pipe. 


Sweet, —O ſweet, the warbling throng, 
On the white embloſſom'd ſpray ! 
Nature's univerſal ſong 


Echoes to the riſing day. 
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NOON. 


I 
3 


Fervid on the glitt'ring flood, 

Now, the noon-tide radiance glows : 
Drooping o'er its infant bud, 
Not a dew-drop's left the roſe. 


By the brook the ſhepherd dines ; 

From the fierce meridian heat + 

Shelter'd, by the branching pines, 
Pendent o'er his graſly teat. 
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Now the flock forſakes the glade, 
Where, uncheck'd the ſun- beams fall; 

Sure to find a pleaſing ſhade 

By the ivy'd Abbey wall. 
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Echo in her airy round, 4 
O'er the river, rock, and hill, 2 
, Cannot catch a ings ſound, Þ 
Save the clack of yonder mill. 1 
Cattle court the zephyrs bland, BY 
Where the ſtreamlet wanders cool; . 1 
Or with languid ſilence ſtand 1 
Midway in the marſhy pool. 1 
But from mountain, dell, or ſtream, 2 
Not a flutt'ring zephyr fprings : | i 
Fearful left the nood-tide beam ; | 42 
Scorch its ſoft, its ſilken wings. | : 1" 
Not a leaf has leave to ftir, | ; 5 


Nature's lull d—ſerene—and ſtill! = 
Quiet e'en the ſhepherd's cur, 2 
Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. 
Languid is the landſcape round, 
Till the freſh deſcending ſhower, 
Grateful to the thirſty ground, 
Raiſes ev'ry fainting flower. 


Now the hill—the hedge—is green, 
Now the warblers' throats in tune! 


Blithſome is the verdant ſcene, 
Brighten'd by the beams of noon! 


EVENING. 


O'er the heath the heifer ſtrays 
Free,—(the furrow'd taſk is done) 
Now the village windows blaze, 
Burniſh'd by the ſetting ſun. 
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Now he hides behind the hill, 
Sinking from a golden ſky : 

Can the pencil's mimic ſkill, 
Copy the refulgent dye ? 


Trudging as the ploughmen go, 
( Jo the ſmoking hamlet bound) 
Giant-like their ſhadows grow, 
Lengthen'd o'er the level ground. 


Where the riſing foreſt ſpreads, 
Shelter for the lordly dome 

To their high-built airy beds, 
See the rooks returning home 


As the lark with vary'd tune, 
Carols to the evening loud ; 

Mark the mild den a moon, 

1 Breaking through a parted cloud 
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Now the hermit howlet peeps 

1 From the barn, or twiſted brake: 
And the blue miſt ſlowly creeps, 
* Curling on the filver lake. 

„ As the trout, in ſpeckled pride, 
Playful from its boſom 3 
To the banks, a ruffted tide | 

Verges in ſucceſſive rings. 


. Tripping through the ſilken graſs, 

O'er the path-divided dale, 

Mark the roſe complexion'd laſs, 
With her well-pois'd milking pail. 

Linnets, with unnumber'd notes, 
And the cuckoo-bird with two, 

Tuning ſweet their mellow throats, 
Bid the ſetting ſun adieu, 
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THE COUNTRY-BOX. 


THE wealthy cit, grown old in trade, 
Now wiſhes for the rurat ſhade, 
And buckles to his one-horſe chair, 
Old Dobbin, or the founder'd mare; 
While wedg'd in cloſely by his fide, 
Sits Madam, his anviclds bride, 
With Jacky on a floot before em, 
And out they jog in due decorum. 
Scarce paſt the turnpike half a mile, 
How all the country ſeems to ſmile | 
And as they flowly jog together, 
The Cit wk Spams the road and weather; 
While Madam doats upon the trees, 
And longs for ev'ry houſe ſhe ſees; 
Admires its views, its ſituation, 
And thus ſhe opens her oration : 

What ſignify the loads of wealth, 
Without that richeſt jewel, health ? 
Excuſe the fondneſs of a wife, 

Who doats upon your precious life 
Such ceaſeleſs toil, ſuch conſtant. care, 
1s more than human ſtrength can bear 
One may obſerve it in your face— 
Indeed, my dear, you break apace: 
And nothing can your health repair, 
But exerciſe and country air; | 
Sir Traffic has a houſe, you know, 
About a mile from Cheney- Row; 
He's a good man, indeed 'tis true, 

But not ſo warm, my dear, as you: 
And folks are always apt to ſneer— 
One would not be out-done my dear! 

Sir Traffic's name fo well apply'd, 
Awak'd his brother-merchant's pride, 
And Thrifiy, who had all his life 
Paid utmoſt deference to his wife, 
Confeſs'd her argument had reaſon, 


And b» th' approaching ſpmmer ſeaſop; 
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Draws a few hundreds from the ſtocks, 
And purchaſes. his country-box. 
Some three or four miles out of wn, 
(An hour's ride will bring you down, ) 
He fixes on his choice abode, 
Not half a furlong from the road : 
And ſo convenient does it lay, 
The ſtages pals it ev'ry day: 
And then ſo ſnug, ſo mighty pretty, 
To have a houſe ſo near the city 
Take but your places at the Boar, 
You're ſet down at the very door. 
Well, then, ſuppoſe them fix'd at laft, 
White-waſhing, painting, ſcrubbing paſt, 
Hugging themſelves in eaſe and clover, 
With all the fuſs of moving over; 
Lo! a new heap of whims are bred, 
And wanton in my lady's head. 
Well, to be ſure it muſt be own'd, 
It is a charming ſpot of ground; 
So ſweet a diſtance for a ride, 
And all about ſo conntrified ! 
*T would come but to a trifling price 
To make it quite a paradiſe. 
I cannot bear thoſe naſty rails, 
'Thoſe ugly broken mouldy pales: 
Suppoſe, my dear, inſtead of theſe, 
We build a railing, all Chineſe: 
Although one hates to be expos'd; 
"Tis diſinal to be thus enclos'd; 
One hardly any object ſees 
I wiſh you'd fell thoſe odious trees. 
Objects continual paſſing by 
Were ſomething to amute the eye; 
But to be pent within the walls— 
One might as well be at St. Paul's. 
Our houſe, beholders would adore, 
Was there a level lawn before, 
Nothing its views to incommode, 
But quite laid open to the road ! 
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While ev'ry trav'ller in amaze, 
Should on our little manſion gaze, 
And pointing t6 the choice retreat, | 
Cry, that's Sir Thrifty's country ſeat. of 
No doubt her arguments prevail, : 
For Madam's TASTE can never fail. 
Bleft age! when all men may procure, 
The title, of a connoiſſeur; a ; 7 
When noble and ignoble herd, 8 
Are govern'd by a ſingle word; 5 
Though, like the royal German dames, 
It bears an hundred chriſtian names; 
As genius, fancy, judgment, golt, | | 
Whim, caprice, ee ret uo, virtu; | iN 
Which appellations all deſcribe 1 5 
TASTE, and the modern taffeful tribe. 1 
Now, bricklay'rs, carpenters, and joiners, 4 
With Chineſe artiſts, and deſigners, i 
Produce their ſchemes of alteration, | - == 
To work this wond'rous reformation. 'F 
The uſeful dome, which ſecret ſtood, « 
Embofom'd in the yew-tree's wood, 
The trav'ller with amazement ſees 
A temple, Gothic, or Chineſe, 
With many'a bell, and tawdry rag on, Wn 
And creſted with a ſprawling dragon; 9 
A wooden arch is bent aſtride 
A ditch of water, four feet wide, 
With angles, curves, and zigzag lines, 
From Halfpenny's exact deſigns. 
In front, a level lawn is ſeen, i 
Without a ſhrub upon the green, 5 5 9 
Where taſte would want its firſt great law, | = 
But for the ſkulking, fly a-, | 
By whoſe miraculous athſtance, -. 
You gain a proſpect two-fields diſtance. 
And now from Hyde-Park corner come 
The gods of Athens and of Rome. 
Here ſquabby Cupids take their places, 
With Venus, and the clumſy Graces: 
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Apollo there, with aim ſo clever, 
Stretches his leaden bow for ever; 
And there, without the pow'r to fly, 
Stands fix*'d, a tip-toe Mercury. 

The villa thus completely grac'd, 
All own that Thrifty has a taſte; 
And Madam's female friends, and couſins, 
With common-council-men, by dozens, - - 
Flock every Sunday to the ſeat, | 
Jo ſtare about them, and to eat. 


| ——— {Cw 
ODE TO MIRTH. 


PARENT of joy ! heart-eaſing mMIRTH ! 
Whether of Venus or Aurora born; 

Yet goddeſs ſure of heavenly birth, 

Viſit benign a ſon of grief forlorn: | 
Thy glittering colours gay, 
Around him MIRTH diſplay: 
And o'er his raptur'd ſenſe 
Diffuſe thy living influence: 

So ſhall each hill in purer green array'd, 


And flower adorn'd in new-born beauty glow. 


The grove ſhall ſmooth the horrors of the ſhade, 
And fireams in murmurs ſhall forget to flow. 
Shine, goddeſs, ſhine with unremitted ray, | 
And 80 d (a ſecond ſun) with brighter beam our 

; ay. 

1 thee forgets his pain, 

And aged poverty can ſmile with thee, 
If thou be nigh, grief's hate is vain, j 
And weak th' uplifted arm of tyranny. | 
The morning opes on high | 
His univerſal eye; | | 5 
And on the world doth pour 
His glories in a golden ſhower, 
Lo! darkneſs trembling fore the hoſtile ray 


The brood obſcene, that own her gloomy ſway, 
Troop in her rear and fly th' approach of morn. 


] 
F 
Shrinks to the cavern deep and wood forlorn: _. ( 
N 
1 
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Pale ſhivering ghoſts, that dread th' all-cheering 


light, 
Quick, as the lightnings flath, glide to ſepulchral 
night. ' 
But — the gladdening beam 
That pours his purple ſtream 
O'er the long proſpect wide ? 
"Tis MIRTH. I fee her fit 
In majeſty of light, 

With laughter at her fide. 
Bright-ey'd Fancy hovering near, 
Wide waves her glancing wing in air; 
And young wir flings his pointed dart, 
That guiltleſs ſtrikes the willing heart. 

Fear not now affliction's power, 
Fear not now wild paſſion's rage, 
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Nor fear ye aught in evil hour, 1 I 
Save the tardy hand of age. | "i 
Now MIRTH hath heard the ſuppliant poet's prayer, Þ 


Nocloud that rides the blaft ſhall vex the troubled air. l 


TO TEE 


THE VILLAGE SCHOOLMASTER. 


RESIDE yon ſtraggling fence that ſkirts the way, 
With bloſſom' d turze, unprofitably gay, 

There, in his noiſy manſion, Kkill'd to rule, 

The village maſter taught his little ſchool; 

A man ſevere he was, and ſtern to view, 

i knew him well, and every truant knew; 

Well had the boding tremblers learn'd to trace 

The day's diſaſters in his morning face, 

Full well they laugh'd with counterfeited glee 

At all his jokes, for many a joke had he; 

Full well the buſy whiſper circling round, 

Convey'd the ditmal tidings when he frown'd; 

Jet he was kind, or if ſevere in aught, 

The love he bore to learning was in fault; 
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The village all declar'd how much he knew; 

"I'was certain he could write, and cypher too; 

Lands he could meaſure, terms and tides preſage, 

And even the ſtory ran that he could guage: 

In arguing too, the parſon own'd his Kill, 

For even though vanquiſh'd he could argue fiill; 

While words of . length, and thund' ring ſound, 

Amaz'd the gazing ruſtics rang'd around, 

And ſtill they gaz'd, and ſtill the wonder grew, 

That one ſmall head could carry all he knew. 
But paſt is all his fame.— The very ſpot, 

Where many a time he triumph'd, is forgot. 


| ——— w _ 
ON A BEAUTIFUL YOUTH, 
STRUCK BLIND BY LIGHTNING. 


SURE 'twas by providence deſign'd, 
Rather in pity than in hate, 
That he ſhould be like Cupid blind, 
To ſave him from Narciſſus' fate. 


——— E—— 
SWEETNESS. 


damaſk cheeks, and radiant eyes, 
Let other poets tell; 
Within the boſom of the fair 
Superior beauties dwell. 


There all the Fprightly pow'rs of wit 
In blythe aſſemblage play; 

There ev'ry ſocial virtue ſheds 

Its intellectual ray. 


But as the ſun's refulgent light 
Heav'n's wide expanſe refines; 

With ſov'reign Juſtre through the ſoul 
Celeſtial ſweetneſs ſhines. 


e, 
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This mental beam dilates the heart, 


And ſparkles in the face; 
It harmonizes every thought, 
And heightens every grace. 
One glimpſe can ſooth the troubled breaſt, 
he heaving figh reſtrain! | 
Can make the bed of fickneſs pleaſe, 
And ſtop the ſenſe of pain. 


Its power can charm the ſavage heart, 
The tyrant's pity move: N 

To ſmiles convert the wildeſt rage, 
And melt the ſoul to love. 


When ſweetneſs beams upon the throne, 
In majeſty benign, 

The awful ſplendors of a crown 
With milder luſtre ſhine. 


In ſcenes of poverty and woe, 
Where melancholy dwells, _ 

The influence of this living ray 
The dreary gloom diſpels : 


Thus, when the blooming ſpring returns 
To cheer the mournful plains, : 


Through earth and air, with genial warmth, 


Ethereal mildneſs reigns. 


| Beneath its bright, auſpicious beams, 


No boiſterous paſſions riſe; 
Moroſeneſs quits the peaceful ſcene, 
And baleful diſcord flies. 


A thouſand nameleſs beauties ſpring, 

A thouſand virtues glow; 
A ſmiling train of joys appear, 

And endleſs blefſings 132 | / 
Unbounded charity diſplays 

Her ſympathizing charms; 
And friendſhip's pure ſeraphic flame, | 
| The gen'rous boſom warms. © | a 


G 


r — ; 
* — 2 000% IRIS * * * 5 * 
Lacks re. re DIET) \ 
r — Ft, — 8 — — 2 4 5 . 0 2 TW 5 
Fen n he Re = Pr 8 * # Wu 82 2 hs 2 3 5 = . — 1 12 ——— Wo _— - 
* r Pe - —— __ = — A — S „ Ro On de n 8 1 4 * 
- ates 4 — A nr 4 TOE I FRE "ad DE SS IS E * _ "= — 6 Y 2 ? 4 
A . : P 8 er ORR — bs ww 
* 1 - od K . „ C 3 * 2 r . at. 
8 2 rs 2 * 2 - * en dd k — * b * .*% : 5 Þ . Z = 
' T Oo IO Oo OR nn en, ol = an rr a 5" N , . 
A " * 1 7 CEN g LAS : = _ \ N 8 8 8 hs = 
> 1 I CS re r = ox RET TI. Si 2 - oa Re 0 Bins 1 8 8 iy — 
1 SIT N e . — PS. RT { Re 5 : 1 +> e [ = E556 8 ii 
x 5 1 8 1 1 a ww 8 0 g — 2 5 Z o 7 1 
4 ER LL + ; f K | f * % Le - N 5 ih ad 18 , Sn 0 
a | f _— 7 , OTF 
> 7 2 * 
* & M A = ul x 4 


62 TEMPLE OF APOLLO. 


Almighty love exerts his power, 
And ſpreads with ſecret art 

A ſoft ſenſation through the frame, 
A tranſport through the heart. 


Nor ſhall the ſtorms of age, which cloud 
Each gleam of ſenſual joy, 
And blaſt the gaudy flower's pride, 
Theſe bleſt effects deſtroy. 


When that fair form ſhall fink in years, 
And all thoſe graces fly, 

The beauty of thy heavenly mind 
Shall length of days defy. *'* 


: 


CUPID DROWN'D. 


| A I wove with wanton care, 
X Fillets for a virgin's hair, 
Culling for my Py deſign, 
What the fields had freſh and fine: 
Cvyip,—and I mark'd him well, 
Hid him in a cowllip bell ; | 
While he plumb'd a pointed dart, 
Fated to inflame the heart. 
Glowing with malicious joy, 
Sudden 1 ſecur'd the boy; 
And, regardleſs of his cries, 
Bore the little frighted prize 
Where the mighty goblet ſtood, 
Teeming with a roſy flood. 
Urchin, in my rage, I cry'd, 
What avails thy ſaucy pride ? 
From thy buſy vengeance free, 
Triumph now belongs to me! 
'Thus—I drown thee in my cup; 
Thus—in wine | drink thee up. 
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Fatal was the nectar'd draught, 
That to murder love I quaif'd, 
O'er my boſom's fond domains, 
Now the cruel tyrant reigns : 

On my heart's moſt tender ftrings, 
Striking with his wanton wings, 
I'm for ever doom'd to prove 

All the inſolence of LOVE. 


— Ä—— 


CARE AND GENEROSITY, 


OLD CARE with induſtry and art 
At length ſo well had play'd his part, 

He heap'd up ſuch an ample ſtore, | 

That av'rice could not ſigh for more: 

Ten thouſand flocks his ſhepherd told, 

His coffers overflow'd with gold; 

The land all round him was his own, 

With corn his crowded granaries groan. 

In ſhort, ſo vaſt his charge and gain, 

That to poſſeſs them was a pain: 

With happineſs oppreſs'd he lies, 

And — too prudent to be wile. 

Near him there liv'd a beauteous maid, 

With all the charms of youth array'd ; 

Good, amiable, ſincere, and free; 

Her name was GENEROSITY. 

'T'was her's the largeſs to beſtow 

On rich and poor, on friend and foe. 


Her doors to all were open'd wide, A | = 


The pilgrim there might ſafe abide : .—- 
For th' hungry and the thirſty crew, * 
The bread ſhe broke, the drink ſhe drew; | 
There ſickneſs laid her aching head, 

And there diſtreſs could find a bed. 
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Each hour, with an all-bounteous hand, 
Ditfus'd ſhe bleflings round the land: 
Her gifts and glory laſted long, 
And numerous was th' accepting throng. 
At length pale penury feiz'd the dame, 
And fortune fled, and ruin came; 
She found her riches at an end, 
And that ſhe had not made one friend. 
All curs'd her for not giving more, 
Nor thought. on what ſhe'd done before : 
She wept, the rav'd, ſhe tore her hair, 
When, lo! to comfort her came CARE ; 
And cry'd, my dear, if you will join 
—_ Your hand in nuptial bonds with mine, 
Allwill be well—you ſhall have ſtore, 
And I be plagu'd with wealth no more. 
Though I reſtrain your bounteous heart, 
Fou ſtill ſhall act the generous part. 
The bridalcame—great was the feaſt, 
And good the pudding and the prieſt. 
Ihe bride in nine moons brought him forth 


_—_ A little maid of matchleſs worth: 
Her face was mix'd of care and glee ; 
They chriſten'd her ov nx, 


And ſtyl'd her fair diſcretion's queen, 
The miſtreſs of the golden mean. 
Now GENEROSITY confin'd, 
Perfectly eaſy in her mind, 
3till loves to give, yet knows to ſpare, 
Nor wiſhes to be free from CARE. 


= EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 
_ = TURN „gentle hermit of the dale, 
« And guide my lonely way, 


i] | „To where yon taper cheers the vale 
* With hoſpitable ray. g 
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« For here forlorn and loſt I tread, 
« With fainting ſteps and flow; _ 
« Where wilds, immeaſurably fpread, 
« Seem length'ning as I go.“ 
« Forbear, my ſon,” the hermit cries, 
Jo tempt the dangerous gloom ; 
For yonder faithleſs phantom flies 
Jo lure thee to thy doom. 
Here, to the houſe- leſs child of want, 
My door is open ſtill; | 
And though my portion is but ſcant, 
I give it with good-will. | 
Then turn to-night, and freely ſhare 
* Whate'er my cell beſtows 
l oy y couch and frugal fare, 
My bleſſing and repoſe. 5 
No flocks that range the valley free, 
Jo ſlaughter I condemn : 
* Taught by that power that pities me, 
I learn to pity them: 


But from the mountain's graſſy fide 
A guiltleſs feaſt I bring; | 
A ſcrip with herbs and fruits ſupply'd, 
. And water from the ſpring. 
Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego ; 
All earth-born cares are wrong: 
Man wants but little here below, 
Nor wants that little long.“ | 


Soft as the dew from heav'n deſcends, 
His gentle accents fell! 

The modeſt ſtranger lowly bends, 
And follows to the cell. | 


Far in a wilderneſs obſcure - 
The lonely manſion lay ; 
A refuge to the neighb'ring poor, 
And ſtrangers led aſtray. 
; 3:9 
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No ſtores beneath its humble thatch 
Requir'd a maſter's care; 

The wicket, op'ning with a latch, 
Receiv'd the harmleſs pair. 


And now, when buſy crowds retire 


To take their evening reſt, 
The hermit trimm'd his little fire, 
And cheer'd his penſive gueſt! 


And ſpread his vegetable ſtore, 
And gaily preſt and ſmiFd ; 
And, ſkill'd in legendary lore, 
The ling'ring hours beguil'd. 
Around in ſympathetic mirth, 
Its tricks the kitten tries ; 
'The cricket chirrups in the hearth, 
'The crackling faggot flies. 


But nothing could a charm impart 


To ſooth the ſtranger's woe, 
For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 


His riſing cares the hermit ſpy'd, 
With anſwering care/opprelt : - 
And whence, unhappy youth!” he cry'd, 
The ſorrows of thy breaſt? 


From better habitations ſpurn'd, 
© Reluctant doſt thou rove : 

Or grieve for friendſhip unreturn'd, 
Or unregarded love? 


Alas! the joys that fortune brings, 
Are trifling and decay; 

And thoſe who prize the paltry things, 
More tritling ſtill than they. 


And what is friendſhip but a name, 
A charm that lulls to ſleep; 

A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
And leaves the wretch to weep ? 


Jo 
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And love is ſtill an emptier ſound, 
The modern fair-one's Jeſt : 
On earth unſeen, or only found 
To warm the turtle's neſt. 


For ſhame! fond youth, thy ſorrows huſh 


And ſpurn the ſex, he ſaid: 
But while he ſpake, a riſing bluſh 
His love-lorn gueſt betray'd. 


Surpriz'd he ſees new beauties riſe, 
Swift mantling to the view; 

Like colours o'er the morning ſkies, 
As bright, —as tranſient too. 


The baſhful look, the riſing breaſt, 
Alternate ſpread alarms: 
The lovely ſtranger ſtands confeſt 
A maid in all her charms. 


« And, ah, forgive a ſtranger rude, 
„A wretch forlorn,”” ſhe cry'd, 

«© Whoſe feet unhallow'd thus intrude 
«© Where heav'n and you reſide. 


But let a maid thy pity ſhare, 

„ Whom love has taught to ſtray; 
Who ſeeks for reſt, but finds deſpair 
„ Companion of her way. 


My father liv'd beſide the Tyne, 

„A wealthy lord was he; | 

« And all his wealth was mark'd as mine, 
He had but only me. 


To win me from his tender arms, 

«© Unnumber'd ſuitors came; 

Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 
1 And felt, or feign'd a flame, 


Each hour a mercenary crowd 

«© With richeſt proffers ſtrove : 
Among the reſt young EDWIN bow'd, 
© But never ta kd of love, 
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68 - TEMPLE OF APOLLO; 


„In humble, fimpleſt habit clad, 


No wealth or power had he; | 


« WisDom and woRTH were all he had, 


« But theſe were all to me. 


The bloſſom opening to the day, 
„The dews of heav'n refin'd, 

«© Could nought of purity diſplay, 
«© 'To emulate his mind. 


© The dew, the bloſſom on the tree, 
&« With charms inconftant ſhine ; . + 


“Their charms were his, but, woe to met 


Their conſtancy was mine. 


« For ſtill I try'd each fickle art, 
« Importunate and vain : 


«© And, while his paſſion touch'd my heart, 


« I triumph'd in his pain: 


Till, quite dejected with my ſcorn, 


„He left me to my pride; 
«And ſought a ſolitude forlorn, 
In ſecret, where he dy'd. 


Hut mine the ſorrow, mine the fault, 


« And well my life ſhall pay; 
“ I'll ſeek the ſolitude he fought, 
* And ſtretch me where he lay.— 
And there forlorn; deſpairing hid, 
« T'll lay me down and die; 


JT vas ſo for me that EDwWIN did, 


„And fo for him will J.“ 


Forbid it, heav'n!' the hermit cry d, 
And claſp'd her to his breaſt: 

The wond'ring fair- one turn'd to chide, 
"Twas EDWIN's ſelf that preſt. 


Turn, ANGELINA, ever dear, 
My charmer, turn to ſee 

© 'Thy own, thy long-loſt EDwiN here, 
© Reſtor'd to love and thee. | 
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Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
And ev'ry care reſign ! 85 

And ſhall we never, never part, 
My life my all that's mine ? 


No; never from this hour to part, | 
We'll live and love fo true, 

The ſigh that rends thy conſtant heart, 
Shall break thy EDwiN's too.“ 


* 


—— —-S 
THE PIG. 


IN every age, and each profeſſion, 
Men err the moſt by prepoſſeſſion; 
But when the thing is clearly ſhown, 
And fairly ſtated, fully known, 
We ſoon applaud what we deride, 
And penitence ſucceeds to pride,— 
A certain baron on a day, 
Having a mind to ſhow away, 
Invited all the wits and wags, | 
FoorE, MasSsEY, SHUTER, YATES and SKEGGS, 
And built a large commodious ſtage, h 
For the choice ſpirits of the age; 
But above all, among the ret, 
There came a genius, who profeſs'd 
To have a curious trick in ſtore, 
Which never was perform'd before. 
Through all the town this ſoon got air, 
And the whole houſe was like a fair; 
But ſoon his entry as he made, 
Without a prompter or parade, 
Twas all expectance, all ſuſpenſe, 
And filence gagg'd the audience. 
He hid his head behind his wig, 
And with ſuch truth took off a p16, 
All ſwore *twas ſerious, and no joke; 
For doubtleſs underneath his cloak 
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He had conceal'd ſome grunting elf, 

Or was a real Hos himſelf. 

A ſearch was made, no p16 was found 
With thund'ring claps the ſeats reſound, 
And pit, and box, and galleries roar, 
With—O rare! bravo! and encore! 
Old ROGER GROUSE, a country clown, 
Who yet knew ſomething of the town, 
Beheld the mimic and his whim, 

And on the morrow challeng'd him, 
Declaring to each beau and bunter, 

That he'd out-grunt th' egregious grunter. 
The morrow came—the crowd was greater— 
But prejudice and rank ill-nature 
Uſurp'd the mind of men and wenches, 
Who came to hiſs, and break the benches ; 
The mimic took his uſual ſtation, 

And ſqueak'd with general approbation. 
Again, encore! encore! they cry 
"I'was quite the thing—'twas very high: 
Old GROOUSE conceal'd amidſt the racket, 
A. real IG beneath his jacket 
Then forth he came—and with his nail 
He pinch'd the urchin by the tail. 

The tortur'd p16 from out his throat 
Produc'd the genuine nat'ral note. 

All bellow'd out—'twas very fad ! 

Sure never ſtuff was half fo bad 
That like a p16 ?—each cry'd in ſcoff, 
Pſhaw! nonſenſe! blockhead! off! off! off! 

The mimic was extoll'd, and GROUSE 

Was hiſs'd and cat-call'd from the houfe— 
« Soft ye, a word before I go, | 
Quoth honeſt Hodge—and ſtooping low, 

Produc'd the p16, and thus aloud 

Beſpoke the ftupid, partial crowd: 


„ Behold, and learn from this poor creature, 


How much you CRITICS know of nature. 
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PALEMON AND LAVINIA. 


SOON as the morning trembles o'er the ſky, 
And, unperceiv'd, unfolds the ſpreading day, 

Before the ripen'd field the reapers ſtand 

In fair array, each by the laſs he loves, 

To bear the rougher part, and mitigate, 

By nameleſs gentle offices, her toll. 

At once they ſtoop, and {well the luſty ſheaves, 

While through their cheerful band the rural talk, 

The rural ſcandal, and the rural jeſt, 

Fly harmleſs, to deceive the tedious time, 

And ſteal, unfelt, the ſultry hours away. 

Behind the maſter walks, builds up the ſhocks, 

And, conſcious, glancing oft on every fide 

His ſated eye, feels his heart heave with joy. 

The gleaners ſpread around, and here and there, 

Spike after ſpike, their ſcanty harveſt pick. 

Be not too narrow, huſbandmen ! but fling 

From the full ſheaf, with charitable ſtealth, 

The lib'ral handful. Think, oh, grateful, think 

How good the God of harveſt is to you, 

Who pours abundance o'er your flowing fields; 

While theſe unhappy partners of your kind, | 

Wide hover . you like the fowls of heaven, 

And aſk their humble dole. The various turns 

Of fortune ponder; that your ſons may want 

What now, with hard reluctance, faint ye give. 
The lovely young LAVINIA once had friends, 

And fortune ſmil'd deceitful on her birth: 

For, in her helpleſs years depriv'd of all, 

Of every ſtay fave innocence and heaven, 

She wk her widow'd mother, teeble, old, 


And poor, liv'd in a cottage, far retir'd 
Among the windings of a woody vale, 

By ſolitude and deep ſurrounding ſhades, 
But more by baſhful modeſty conceal'd. 
Together thus they ſhunn'd the cruel fcorn 
Which virtue, ſunk to poverty, would meet 


| 
| 
| 
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From giddy paſſion and low-minded pride ; 


Almoſt on nature's common bounty fed, 

Like the gay birds that ſung them to repoſe, 
Content and careleſs of to-morrow's fare. 

Her form was freſher than the morning roſe, 
When the dew wets its leaves; unſtain'd and pure, 
As is the lily or the mountain-ſnow. 

The modeſt virtues mingled in her eyes, 

Still on the ground, dejected, darting all 

Their bai beams into the blooming flowers ; 
Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 

Of what her faithleſs fortune promis'd once, 
ThrilPd in her thought, they, like the dewy ſtar 
Of evening, ſhone in tears. A native grace 

Sat fair proportion'd on her poliſh'd limbs, 
Veil'd in a ſimple robe, their beſt attire, 


Beyond the pomp of dreſs; for lovelineſs 


Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 

But is, when unadorn'd, adorn'd the moſt : 
Thoughtleſs of beauty, the was beauty's ſelf, 
Recluſe amid the cloſe-embowering woods. 

As in the hollow breaſt of Appenine, 

Beneath the ſhelter of eneireling hills 

A myrtle riſes, far from human eye, 

And breathes its balmy fragrance o'er the wild ; 
So flouriſh'd, blooming, and unſeen by all, 
The ſweet LAVINIA ! till at length compell'd 
By ſtrong neceſſity's ſupreme command, 

With ſmiling patience in her looks, ſhe went 
To glean PALEMON's fields. The pride of ſwains 
PALEMON was! the generous, and the rich! 
Who led the rural life in all its jo 

And elegance, ſuch as Areadian ſong 


'Tranſmits from ancient uncorrupted times, 


When tyrant cuftom had not ſhackled man; 
But free to follow nature was the mode. 

He then his fancy with autumnal ſcenes 
Amuſing, chanc'd befide his reaper-train 

To walk, when poor LAVINIA bow his eye; 


E, 


Pour'd out the pious rapture of his foul : 
NN 
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Unconſcious of her pow'r, and turning quick, 
With unaffected bluſhes, from his gaze: 
He {aw her charming, but he ſaw not half 
The charms her downcaſt modeſty conceal'd. 
That very moment love and chaſte deſire 
Sprung in his boſom, to himſelf unknown ; 
For ſtill the world prevail'd, and its dread laugh, 
Which ſcarce the firm philoſopher can ſcorn, 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field: 
And thus in ſecret to his ſoul he figh'd : 
What pity ! that ſo delicate a form, 
« By beauty kindl'd, where enlivening ſenſe, 
And more than vulgar goodneſs ſeem to dwell, 
«© Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
« Of ſome indecent clown ! She looks, methinks, 
Of old acasTo's line; and to my mind 
*« Recals that patron of my happy life, 
«© From whom my lib'ral fortune took its riſe ; 
Nov to the duſt gone down; his houſes, lands, 
«© And once fair-ſpreading family, diſſolv'd. 
is faid, that in ſome lone obſcure retreat, ; 
„ Urg'd by remembrance fad, and decent pride, 
« Far from thoſe ſcenes which Knew their better 
| “ days, 
His e FR and his daughter live, 
« Whom yet my fruitleſs ſearch could never find. 
Romantic with ! would this the daughter were!“ 
When ſtrict enquiring, from herſelf he found 
She was the ſame, the ber of his friend, 
Of bountiful Ac ASTO; who can ſpeak 
The mingl'd paſſions that ſurpriz'd his heart, 
And through his nerves in ſhiv'ring tranſport ran? 
Then blaz'd his finother*d flame, avow'd and bold; 
And as he view'd her, ardent, o' er and o'er, 
Love, gratitude, and pity, wept at once. 
Confus'd, and frighten'd at his ſudden tears, 
Her riſing beauties fluſh'd a higher bloom, f 
As thus PALEMON, paſſionate and juſt, if | 


DIE ARE: 2 * SSS d * — ,-5 8 — - AAS 
2 — 3 p \ 3 IEEE — ER DES — - 228 — — - * = 
— * fs _ HIS, bo pool = > 2 +4 > 8 —— — E hm, 
Ss «4 SES : 2 r E = - 


©. FOR x ,. T 
AE. nnr . 


„ Fg, IA 


. 2 8 * 
n 


27 7 
= KI REST 
4 


74 TEMPLE OF APOLLO. 


„And art thou then acasTo's dear remains? 
« She, whom my reſtleſs gratitude has ſought 
So long in vain? O Heav'n's! the very fame, 
« 'The ſoften'd image of my noble friend; 

& Alive his very wok his ev'ry feature, 

« More elegantly touch'd. Sweeter than ſpring! 

Thou ſole ſurviving bloſſom from the root 

% That nouriſh'd up my fortune]! Say, ah where 

& In what ſequeſter'd defert, haſt thou drawn 

* kindef aſpect of delighted heaven ? 

Into ſuch beauty ſpread, and blown ſo fair; 

Though poverty's cold wind, and cruſhing rain, 

“ Beat keen and heavy on thy tender years? 

« O let me now, into a richer foil 

« Tranſplant thee fafe! where vernal ſuns and 

| „ ſthow'rs | 

« Diffuſe their warmeſt, largeſt influence; 

« And of my garden be the pride and joy 

& Ill it befits thee, oh! it ill befits 

« AcasTo's daughter, his, whoſe open ſtores, 

„Though vaſt, were little to his ampler heart, 

„ 'The father of a country, thus to pick 

« The very refuſe of thoſe harveſt-fields, 

«© Which Fo his bounteous friendſhip I enjoy ! 

Then throw that thameful pittance from thy hand, 

« But ill apply'd to ſuch a rugged taſk ; 

“The fields, the maſter, all, my fair, are thine, 

« If to the various bleſſings which thy houſe 

«© Has on me laviſh'd, thou wilt add that bliſs, 

„ 'That deareſt bliſs, the power of bleſſing thee!“ 
Here ceas'd the youth: yet ſtill his ſpeaking eye 

Expreſs'd the ſacred triumph of his foul, 

With conſcious virtue, gratitude, and love, 

Above the vulgar joy divinely rais'd. 

Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 

Of goodnels irreſiſtible, and all! 

In ſweet diſorder loſt, ſhe bluſh'd conſent. 

The news immediate to her mother brought, 

While, pierc'd with anxious thought, ſhe pin'd away 
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The lonely moments for LAVINIA's fate ; 

Amaz'd, and ſcarce believing what ſhe heard, 

Joy ſeiz'd her wither'd veins, and one bright gleam 
Ot ſetting life ſhone on her evening hours: 

Not leis enraptur'd than the happy pair; 

Who tlourith'd long in tender bliſs, and rear'd 

A numerous offspring, lovely like themſelves, 

And good ; the grace of all the country round. 


— — —— 
GOOD-NATURE. 


: Hul cherub of the higheſt heav'n, 
Of look divine and temper ev'n, 
Celeſtial ſweetneſs, exquiſite of mein, 
Of ev'ry virtue, ev'ry praiſe the queen! 
, Soft gracefulneſs, and blooming youth, 
Where, grafted on the ſtem of truth, 
That friendſhip reigns no int'reſt can divide, 
And great humility looks down on pride. 


Oh! curſe on ſlander's vip'rous tongue, 
That daily dares thy merit wrong; 
{diots uſurp thy title, and thy frame, 
Without or virtue, talent, taſte or name. 


| Is apathy, is heart of ſteel, 
Nor ear to hear, nor ſenſe to feel, 
Life idly inoffenſive ſuch a grace, 
That it thould ſteal thy name and take thy place? 
No thou art active—ſpirit all 5 EE # il 
Swifter than lightning, at the call 
Of injur'd innocence, or griev'd deſert, 14 
And large with liberality thy heart. #11 
'Thy appetites in eaſy tides 641 
(As reaſon's luminary guides) | 1 
Soft flow—no wind can work them to a ſtorm, 
Correctly quick, diſpaſſionately warm. | 
Yet if a tranſport thou canſt feel 
"tis only for thy neighbour's weal ; 


— 
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Great, generous acts thy ductile paſſions move, 
And ſmilingly thou weep'ſt with joy and love. 


Mild is thy mind to cover ſhame, 

Averſe to envy, flow to blame, 
Burſting to praiſe, yet {till ſincere and free 
From flatt'ry's fawning tongue, and bending knee. 


Extenſive, as from weft to eaſt, 
Thy love deſcends from man to beaſt, 
Nought is excluded, little, or infirm, 
Thou canſt with greatneſs ſtoop to fave a worm. 


Come, goddeſs, come with all thy charms, 

For oh ! I love thee, to my arms— * | 
All, —all my actions guide, my fancy feed, 
So ſhall exiſtence then be life indeed. 


— = ——_— & 


ILL-NATURE. 


OE SPRING of folly and of pride, 
To all that's odious, all that's baſe ally'd; 

Nurs'd up by vice, by pravity miſled, 
By pedant affectation taught and bred : 

Away! thou hideous hell-born ſpright, 
Go, with thy looks of dark deſign, 
Sullen, ſour, and ſaturnine; | 

Fly to ſome gloomy ſhade, nor blot the goodly light. 
Thy planet was remote when I was born; 
"Twas Mercury that rul'd my natal morn, 
What time the ſun exerts his genial ray, 
And ripens for enjoyment every growing day : 
When to exiſt is but to love and ſing, 
And ſprightly Aries ſmiles upon the ſpring. 


There, in yon loathſome heath, 
Which Flora, or Sylvanus never knew, 
Where never vegetable drank the dew, 

Or beaſt, or fowl attempts to breathe; 
Where nature's pencil has no colours laid; 
But all is blank, and univerſal ſhade; 


2s 


Contraſt to figure, motion, life and light, 
There may'ſt thou vent thy ſpite, 

For ever curſing, and for ever curs'd, 

Of all th' infernal crew the worſt; | 

The worſt in genius, meaſure, and degree; 

For envy, hatred, malice, are but parts of thee. 


Or tn he thou change the ſcene, and quit the 
en, 
Where ſpleen, by vapours denſe begot and bred, 
Hardnefs of heart, and heavineſs of head, 
Have rais'd their darkſome walls, and plac'd their 
thorny bed; - 5 
There may'it thou all thy bitterneſs unload, 
There may'ſt thou croak in concert with the toad, 
With thee the hollow howling winds ſhall join, 
Nor {hall the bittern her baſe throat deny, 
The quer'lous frogs ſhall mix their note with thine, 
Th' ear-piercing hern, the plover ſcreaming high, 
Millions of humming gnats fit ceftrum ſhall ſupply. 


Away !—away !—behold an hideous band, 
An herd of all thy minions are at hand, 
SUSPICION firſt with jealous caution ſtalks, 
And ever looks around her as ſhe walks, 
With bib'lous ear imperfect ſounds to catch, 
And proud to liſten at her neighbour's latch : 
Next sCANDAL's meagre ſhade, | a 
Foe to the virgin's and the poet's fame, 
A wither'd time-deflower'd old maid, 
That ne'er enjoy'd love's ever-ſacred flame: 
Hyeockisy ſucceeds with ſaint-like look, 
And elevates her hands and plods upon her book: 
Next comes illib'ral ſcrambling avaRice, 
Then VANITY and AFFECTATION nice— 
See, ſhe ſalutes her ſhadow with a bow, 
As in thort Gallic trips ſhe minces by, 
Starting ANTIPATHY is in her eye, 
And ſqueamiſhly the 17 77 her ſcornful brow. 


TEMPLE OF APOLLO. 77 


— 


222 


— 


— — 


S Ru ISI FI 2 —— 
5 : 5 E T een —— OO _ W 1 
=> — r — — — * S oOOES AOOg o om —— — = 22 rnd molars ooo og 9 
r BIR ECC RIRCEAICCSIESST IST "Xx <3 EEIEST —=== — 3 A "LS EE; vor tas = 7x = — — 
6— — 8 . — — — — 8 * — 3 — 8 rr 
— = — — — 2 —— — — —— — — 2 . XY * © * —— 
7 


— 


- 
RR _ — — _—_ 
—T— — — — agg 


" 2 & — — 
— — — —— — po oo 2 
CE DD SS ores eee «„ K„»„„L 
F " 
- 


* = — 
—— — 


— * 
— 


—— — 


> 
o l 
— . no 


* * "OF ks * 
— . — — —_——__ —ů3ñl—1-—a— !!!] 
. 
* . 
W . 


With fighing languiſhment. 
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To thee, 1LL-NATURE, all the numerous group 
With lowly rev'rence ftoop— 

They wait thy call, and mourn thy long delay, 
Away !—thou art infectious —hafſte—away ! 


LOVE. | 
FLUSH'D by the ſpirit of the genial year, 


Now from the virgin's cheek a freſher bloom 


Shoots, leſs and leſs, the live carnation round; 


Her lips bluſh deeper ſweets; the breathes of youth; 


The ſhining moiſture {wells into her eyes 


In brighter flow; her wiſhing boſom heaves 
With palpitations wild : kind tumults ſeize 
Her veins, and all her yielding foul is LOVE. 
From the keen gaze her lover turns away, 
Full of the dear ecſtatic pow'r, and ſick 

| Ah, then, ye fair! 
Be greatly cautious of your ſliding hearts: 
Dare not th' infectious ſigh ! the pleading look, 
Down-caſt and low, in meek ſubmiffton dreſt, 
But full of guile. Let not the fervent tongue, 
Prompt to deceive, with adulation ſmooth, 


Gain on your purpos'd will. Nor in the bow'r, 


Where woodbines flaunt, and roles ſhed a couch, 
While evening draws her crimſon curtains round, 
Truſt your ſoft minutes with betraying man. 

And let th” aſpiring youth beware of LOVE, 
Of the ſmooth glance beware; for tis too late, 
When on his heart the torrent-ſoftneſs pours. 
Then wiſdom proftrate lies, and fading fame 
Diſſolves in air away; while the fond foul, 
Wrapt in gay viſions of unreal bliſs, 

Still paints th' illuſive form; the- kindling grace; 
Th' inticing ſmile; the modeſt ſeeming eye, 
Beneath whoſe beaut'ous beams, belying heav'n, 
Lurk ſearchleſs cunning, cruelty, and death: 
And till falte-warbling in his cheated ear 
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Her ſyren-voice, enchanting, draws him on 
To guileful ſhores, and meads of fatal joy. 

Ev'n preſent, in the very lap of LOVE 
Inglorious laid; while muſic flows around; 
Perfumes, and oils, and wine, and wanton hours; 
Amid the roſes fierce repentance rears 
Her ſnaky creſt: a quick- returning pang | 
Shoots thro” the conſcious heart where honour ſtil, 
And great deſign, againſt th' oppreſſive load 
Of luxury, by fits, impatient heave. 

But abſent, what fantaſtic woes, arous'd, 

Rage in each thought, by reſtleſs muſing fed, 
Chill the warm cheek and blaſt the bloom of life ? 
Neglected fortune flies; and ſliding ſwift, 

Prone into ruin, fall his ſcorn'd affairs. 

Tis nought but gloom around: The darken'd ſun 
Loſes his light. The roſy boſom'd ſpring 

To weeping fancy pines; and yon bright arch, 
Contracted, bends into a duſky vault. | 
All nature fades extinct; and ſhe alone 
Heard, felt, and ſeen, poſſeſſes ev'ry thought, 
Fills ev'ry ſenſe, and pants in ev'ry vein. 

Books are but formal dulneſs, tedious friends; 
And ſad amid the ſocial band he fits, 
Lonely and unattentive. From his tongue 
Th' unfiniſh'd period falls; while, borne away 
On ſwelling thought, his wafted ſpirit flies 

To the vain boſom of his diſtant fair; 

And leaves the ſemblance of a lover, fix'd 

In melancholy ſite, with head declin'd, 

And love-dejected eyes. Sudden he-ſtarts, 
Shook from his tender trance, and reſtleſs runs 
Jo glimm'ring ſhades and ſympathetic glooms ; 
Where the dun umbrage o'er the falling ſtream, 
Romantic, hangs; there thro' the penhve dutk 
Strays in heart-thrilling meditation loſt, 
Indulging all to love: or, on the bank, 

Thrown amid drooping lilies, ſwells the breeze 
With ſighs unceaſing, and the brook with tears. 
Thus in ſoft anguiſh he conſumes the day: 
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Nor quits his deep retirement, till the moon 
Peeps through the chambers of the tleecy eaſt, 
Enlighten'd by degrees, and in her train 
Leads on the gentle hours; then forth he walks, 
Beneath the trembling languiſh of her beam, 

With ſoften'd foul, and wooes the bird of eve, 

To mingle woes with his ; or, while the world, 

And all the ſons of care lie huſh'd in ſleep, 

Aſſociates with the midnight ſhadows drear ; 

And, ſighing to the lonely taper, pours 

His idly-tortur'd heart into the page 

Meant for the moving meſſenger of LovE ; 

Where rapture burns on rapture, ev'ry line 

With rifing frenzy fir' d. But if on bed 

Delir'ous flung, ſleep from his pillow flies; 

All night he toſſes, nor the balmy pow'r 

In any poſture finds ;' till the grey morn 

Lifts her pale luſtre on the paler wretch, 

Exanimate by love : and then, perhaps, 

Exhauſted nature ſinks awhile to reſt; 

Still interrupted by diſtracted dreams, 

That o'er the fick imagination riſe, 


And in black colours paint the mimic ſcene. 


Oft with th' enchantreſs of his foul he talks; 
Sometimes in crowds diſtreſs'd ; or if retir'd 

To ſecret winding flow'r-enwoven bow'rs, 

Far from the dull impertinence of man, 

Juſt as he, credulous, his endleſs cares 

Begins to loſe in blind oblivious LOVE, 

Snatch'd from her yielding hand, he knows not how, 
Thro' foreſts huge, and long untravell'd heaths 
With defolation brown, he wanders waſte, _ 

In night and tempeſt wrapt ; or ſhrinks aghaſt, 
Back, from the bending precipice ; or wades 
The turbid ſtream below, and ſtrives to reach 
The farther ſhore ; where ſuccourleſs, and fad, 
She with extended arms his aid implores ; 
Bait ſtrives in vain: borne by th' outrageous flood 
To diſtance down, he rides the ridgy wave, 

Or whelm'd beneath the boiling eddy ſinks, 
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2 JEALOUSY. 
HESE are the charming agonies of Love, 


Whole miſery delights. But through the heart 


Should JEALovSsY its venom once diffuſe, 
"Tis then delightful miſery no more, 

But agony unmix'd, inceſſant gall, | 
Corroding every thought, and blaſting all 
Love's paradiſe. Ye fairy proſpects, then, 
Ye beds of roſes, and ye bow'rs of joy, 
Farewell! ye gleamings of departed peace, 
Shine out your laſt! the yellow-tinging plague 
Internal viſion taints, and in a night 

Of livid gloom imagination wraps. 

Ah, then ! inſtead of love-enliven'd cheeks, 
Of ſunny features, and of ardent eyes, 


With flowing rapture bright, dark looks ſucceed, 


Suſfus'd, and glaring with untender fire ; 

A clouded aſpect, and a burning cheek, 

Where the whole poiſon'd ſoul, malignant, fits, 
And frightens LovE away. Ten thouſand fears 
Invented wild, ten thouſand frantic views 

Of horrid rivals, hanging on the charms 

For which he melts in fondneſs, eat him up 
With fervent anguiſh, and conſuming rage. 

In vain reproaches lend their idle aid, 
Deceitful pride, and reſolution frail, 

Giving falle peace a moment. Fancy pours, 
Afreſh, her beauties on his buſy thought, 

Her firſt endearments twining round the ſoul, 
With all the witcherafts of enſnaring love. 
Straight the fierce ftorm involves his mind anew, 


Flames thro' the nerves, and boils along the veins ; 
While anxious doubt diſtracts the tortur'd heart : 


- 


For ev'n the ſad aſſurance of his fears 


Were eaſe to what he feels. Thus the warm youth, 


Whom love deludes into his thorny wilds, 
Thro' flow'ry-tempting paths, or leads a life 
Of ſerver'd rapture, or of cruel care; 

His brighteſt flames extinguiſh'd all, and all 
His lively moments running down to waſte. 
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CONJUGAL FELICITY. 


BUT happy they! the happieſt of their kind! 
Whom gentler ſtars unite, and 1n one fate 
Their hearts, their fortunes, and their beings blend. 

*Tis not the coarſer tie of human laws, 
Unnat'ral oft and foreign to the mind, 

'That binds their peace, but harmony itſelf, 
Attuning all their paſhons into LOVE; 

Where friendſhip fall-exerts her ſofteſt pow'r, 
Perfect eſteem, enliven'd by defire 


 Ineffable, and ſympathy of foul ; 


Thought meeting thought, and will preventing will, 
With boundleſs confidence; for nought but LOVE 
Can anſwer Love, and render bliſs ſecure. 

Let him, ungen'rous, who, alone intent b 
To bleſs himſelf, from ſordid parents buys 

The loathing virgin, in eternal care, 
Well-merited, conſume his nights and days; 

Let barbarous nations, whoſe inhuman Love 

Is wild defire fierce, as the ſuns they feel; 

Let eaſtern tyrants, from the light of heav'n 
Seclude their boſom- ſlaves, meanly polleſs'd 

Of a mere lifeleſs, violated form : | 
While thoſe whom Love cements in holy faith, 
And equal tranſport, free as nature live, 
Difdaining fear. What is the world to them, 

Its pomp, its pleaſure, and its nonſenſe all! 

Who in each other claſp whatever fair 

High fancy forms, and lavith hearts can wiſh ! 
Something than beauty dearer thould they look, 
Or, on the mind, or mind-illumin'd face ; 

Truth, goodneſs, honour, harmony, and love, 
The richeſt bounty of indulgent heav'n. 
Meantime a ſmiling offspring riſes round, 

And mingles both their graces. By degrees, 
The human bloſſom blows ; and ev'ry day, 

Soft as it rolls along, ſhews ſome new charm, 
The father's luſtre, and the mother's bloom. 
'Then infant reaſon grows apace, and calls 
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For the kind hand of an aſſiduous care. 
Delightful taſk ! to rear the tender thought, 
To teach the young idea how to ſhoot, 

To pour the freſh inſtruction o'er the mind, 
To breathe th' enlivening ſpirit, and to fix 
The gen'rous purpoſe in the glowing breaſt. 
Oh, ſpeak the joy! ye, whom the ſudden tear 


Surprizes often, while you look around, 


And nothing ſtrikes your eye but fights of bliſs. 
All various nature preſſing on the heart: 

An elegant ſufficiency, content, 

Retirement, rural quiet, friendſhip, books, 
Eaſe and alternate labour, uſeful life, 
Progreſſive virtue, and approving heav'n. 

Theſe are the matchleſs joys of virt'ous LOVE; 
And thus their moments fly. The ſeaſons thus, 
As ceaſeleſs round a jarring world they roll, 
Still find them happy; and conſenting SPRING 
Sheds her own roly garland on their heads: 
Till evening comes at laſt, ſerene and mild; 
When after the long vernal day of life, 
Enamour'd more, as more remembrance ſwells 
With many a proof of recollected LovE, 
Together down they ſink in ſocial fleep; 
Together freed, their gentle ſpirits fly 

To ſcenes where LovE and blifs immortal reign. 


— — 
MEMORY. 


O MORI] thou fond deceiver, 
Still importunate and vain, 
To former joys recurring ever, 
And turning all the paſt to pain: 
Thou, like the world, the oppreſt oppreſling. 
Thy ſmiles increaſe the wretch's woe; 
And he who wants each other bleſſing, 
In thee muft ever find a foe. 
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THOMAS AND KITTY. 


FAR on BAT AVIA 's ſea-beat ſhore, 
On a bleak rock and bare, 
The widow'd KITTY fat, and tore 
Her fine, —her dark- brown hair. 
A little fondling at her breaſt, 
She ſtrove to ſoothe to peace, 
As he her cold and bloodleſs nipple preſt. 
Alas! when ſhall my forrows ceafe ? 
When ſhall the ſtorm be o'er ? 
And in my clay-cold bed 
Be laid, this weary, aching head, 
Where I ſhall grieve no more ? 


Now KITTY, once of faireft nymphs moſt fair, 
And THOMAS, gayeſt of his gay compeers, 


Had pledg'd their faith a mutual fate to ſhare, 


And hope had look'd for many ha ears. 
His little 2, he hazarded in 1 : N 
But, crueily by fortune croſs'd, 
That little a// in trade he loſt, 
By a falſe friend betray'd. 
Now, dunn'd with all the rigour of the law, 
Tom, as the clouds began to form, 
The horrors of a jail foreſaw : 
And oft would KITTY's tearful eye 
Extort a tender ſigh, 
And make him with ſome ſhelter from the ſtorm. 


Poor ſhelter! with the vengeful blade, 

To aid the ſlaughter PEATH had made, 
He plow'd the wave with daring mind ; 
Nor would his much-lov'd KITT ſtay behind, 
But to that foreign land would go, 


Where he was doom'd to face the madd'ning foe. 


Here, brought from GALLIA's wide domain, 
War had his bloody. eagle borne : 
flier THow as, fell among the ſlain, 
And KITTY the was left to mourn, 
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O'er his pale bloody corſe ſhe hung, 
Her heart with ev'ry ſorrow wrung : 
And now ſhe graſp'd his cold—coid hand, 
And now ſhe kiſs'd his cheek fo pale 
And oft the day the did bewail 
That e'er ſhe left her native land: 
ler mind foreboding many fears, 
She croſs'd the waſteful ocean wild ; 
And now of every ſtay bereft, 
To the hard world's mercy left— 
And then the hugg'd her INFANT CHILD, 
And burſted into tears. 


O THOMAS 'twas a dreary day 
Thou left thy native home, 
In foreign parts to roam ; 
And now, on the cold clay, = 
Beat by the winds ſo chill and drear, 
Thou lay'ft thy manly head, 
Among the countleſs dead, 
Unwept by auy friendly tear, 
But thoſe thy KATE has ſhed. 


Ah me! the bitter blaſt! 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, my little BABE, to cry, 
The world is wide for thee and I: 
Soon ſhall the ſtorm be paſt. 
Thy little limbs I ſhall infold, 
And ſhield thee from the cold. 
No wind, tho” e'er fo chill and drear, 
Shall harm my little dear. 
Ah! thou too haſten'ft to thy grave ; 
I ſee, I ſee DEATH in thine eye: 
Tony MAMMv's fondneſs cannot ſave, 
For ah! her breaſt is cold and dry,— 
But all ſhall foon be o'er 
And I ſhall grieve no more. 
Now rage, ye winds! *tis but on me 
Pour on, ye rains!—Ye thunders reel 
My BABBY ſleeps ond; Tara to feel. 
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Drench'd with the rain, 
I'll lay me by my ron once more, 
Tho' louder ſtill the tempeſts roar, 
And all the biting blaſt ſuſtain. 
—Ah me! my lhiv'ring, fainting heart! 
My Tom! my ToM ! we lhall not part. 
Far from our home, from friends afar, 
My Tom, my little BABE, and I, 
Shall reſt in one cold bed—Ah ! ruthleſs war! 
My heart !—O heav'n!—1 faint, —1 die. 


— . — — 
TO-MORROW. 


O-MORROW you will live, you always cry; 
In what far country does to-morrow lie: 
That *tis ſo mighty long e'er it arrive? 
Beyond the Indies, does this morrow live ? 
| "Tis fo far fetch'd, this morrow, that I fear, 
| Twill be both very old, and very dear. 
i Jo- morrow I will live, the fool does ſay, 
To- day's too late; the wiſe liv'd yeſterday. 


ABSENCE. 


, VE ſhepherds ſo cheerful and gay, 
Whoſe flocks never careleſsly roam; 
Should cox DOxx's happen to ſtray, 
Oh! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to muſe and to figh, 
Nor talk of the change that ye find ; 
None once was ſo watchful as I; 
have left my dear PHYLL1s behind. 


| Now I know what it is to have ſtrove 
With the torture of doubt and defire ; 
J What it is to admire and to love, 

4 And to leave her we love and admire. 


— . 
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Ah! lead forth my flock in the morn, 
And the damps of each ev'ning repel, 

Alas! I am faint and forlorn : 
J have bade my dear PHYLL1s farewell. 


Since PHYLLIS vouchſaf'd me a look, 
I never once dreamt of my vine : 
May I loſe both my pipe and my crook, 
If I knew of a kid that was mine. 
I priz'd ev'ry hour that went by, - 
eyond all that had pleas'd me before, 
But now they are paſt, and I figh ; 
And I grieve that I priz'd them no more. | 


But why do I languiſh in vain ? 
Why wander thus penſively here? | 

Oh! why did I come from the plain, 
Where I fed on the ſmiles of my dear ? ! 

They tell me, my favourite maid, | 

The pride of that valley, is flown. 

Alas! where with her I have ſtray'd, 

I could wander with pleaſure, alone. 


When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart: 
Yet I thought—but it might not be fo— 
"I'was with pain that ſhe ſaw me depart. 
She gaz'd, as 1 flowly withdrew ; 
My path I could hardly diſcern, 
So ſweetly the bade me adieu, 
I thought that the bade me return. 


The pilgrim that journies all day 
'To vifit ſome far-diſtant ſhrine, 
If he bear but a relique away, 
Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
Soft hope is the relique I bear, 
And my ſolace, wherever I go. 
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HOPE. 


M* banks they are furniſn'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep; 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white over with ſheep. 
] ſetdom have met with a lols, 
Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with mols, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


Not a pine in my grove 1s there ſeen, 
But with tendrils of woodbine 1s bound : 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, 
But a ſweet-briar entwines it around. 
Not my fields in the prime of the year, 
More charms than my cattle unfold ; 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 
But it glitters with fiſhes of gold. 
One would think ſhe might like to retire 
To the bow'r I have labour'd to rear; 
Not a ſhrub that I heard her admire, 
But I haſted and planted it there. 
O how ſudden the jeſſamine ſtrove 
With the lilac to render it gay! 
Already it calls for my love, 
To prune the wild branches away. 


From the plains, from the woodlands and groves, 
What {trains of wild melody flow! 
How the nightingales warble their loves 
From the thickets of roſes that blow! 
And when her bright form thall appear, 
Each bird ſhall harmonioufly join 
In a concert ſo ſoft and fo clear, 
As—ſhe may not be fond to reſign. 
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J have found out a gift for my fair; 
i have found where the wood-pigeons breed : 
But let me that plunder forbear, ; 
She will ſay 'twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, the aver'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young : 
And I lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 


I have heard her with ſweetneſs unfold 

How that pity was due to—a dove: 
That it ever attended the bold; 

And ſhe call'd it the ſiſter of love. 

But her words ſuch a pleaſure convey, 

. So much | her accents adore, 

Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſay, 

Methinks I ſhould love her the more. 


Can a. boſom ſo gentle remain 
Unmov'd when her CoRYDoN ſighs? 
Will a nymph, that is fond of the plain, 
_ Theſe plains and this valley deſpite ? 
Dear regions of ſilence and ſhade! 
Soft ſcenes of contentment and eaſe! 
Where I could have pleaſingly firay'd, 
If aught in her abſence could pleaſe. 
But where does my PHYLLIDA ſtray ? 
And where are her grots and her bowers * 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the vallies as fine, 
The ſwains may in manners compare, | 
But their love is not equal to mine. i 
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SOLICITUDE. , 


WHY will you my paſſion reprove ? 
Why term it a folly to grieve * 

Ere I ſhew you the charms of my love, 
She is fairer than you can believe. 

With her mien ſhe enamours the brave ; 
With her wit ſhe engages the free ; 

With her modeſty pleaſes the grave ; 
She is ev'ry way pleating to me. 


O you that have been of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays ; 
I could lay down my life for the ſwain, 
That will ſing but a ſong in her praiſe. 
When he ſings, may the nymphs of the town 
Come trooping, and liſten the while; 
Nay, on him let not PHY LLIDA frown ; 
— But I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


For when PARIDEL tries in the dance 
Any favour with pHy+LIs to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance, 
Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind! 
In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, 
And his crook is beſtudded around; 
And his pipe—oh! my PHYLLI1s, beware 
Of a magic there is in the ſound. 


"Tis his with mock paſſion to glow; 
Tis his in ſmooth tales to unfold, 
How her face is as bright as the ſnow, 
„And her boſom, be jure, is as cold. 
« How the nightingales labour the ſtrain, 
„With the notes of his charmer to vie; 
How they vary their accents in vain, 
+ Repine at her triumphs, and die.“ 
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To the grove, or the garden, he ſtrays, 
And pillages every ſweet; . - 
Then ſuiting the wreath to his lays, 
He throws it at PHYLL1s's feet. 
«© O PHYLLIs,” he whiſpers, © more fair, 
More ſweet than the jeſſamine's flower! 
«© What are pinks in a morn to compare? 
„What is eglantine after a ſhow'r? 
Then the lily no longer is white; 
Ihen the roſe is depriv'd of its bloom, 
„ 'Fhen the violets die with deſpight, 


And the woodbines give up their perfume. 


Thus glide the ſoft numbers along, 
And he fancies no ſhepherd his peer; 
—Yet I never ſhould envy the ſong, 
Were not PHYLL1s to lend it an ear. 


Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
So PHYLLIS the trophy deſpiſe: 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 
So they ſhine not in PHYLLIS's eyes. 
The language that flows from the heart, 
Is a ſtranger to PARIDEL's tongue; 
Met may ſhe beware of his art, 
Or ſure I muſt envy the ſong. 


OO AT CEA PEP aun 


DISAPPOINTMENT. | 


YE ſhepherds, give ear to my lay, 
And take no more heed of my ſheep : 
They have nothing to do but to ſtray ; 
I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; | 
She was fair—and my paſſion begun; 
She ſmil'd—and I could not but love; 
She is faithleſs—and I am undone. 
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Perhaps I was void of all thought: 
Perhaps it was plain to forelee, E 
That a nymph fo complete would be ſought 

By a ſwain more engaging than me. 
Ah! love every hope can inſpire: 
It baniſhes wiſdom the while; 

And the lip of the nymph we admire 
Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile. 


She is faithleſs, and TI am undone; | 
Yet that witneſs the woes I endure; . 
Let reaſon inſtruct you to ſhun = = 
What it cannot inſtruct you to-cure. | | 
Beware how you loiter in vain | | 
Amid nymphs of an higher degree : 7 
It is not for me to explain 
How fair, and how fickle, they be. 


Alas! from the day that we met, 
What hope of an end to my woes? 
When I cannot endure to forget 
'Fhe glance that undid my repoſe. 
Yet time may diminiſh the pain: 
The flow'r, and the ſhrub, and the tree, 
Which I rear'd for her pleaſure in vain, 
In time may have comfort for me. 


The ſweets of a dew-ſprinkled roſe, 

The ſound of a'murmuring ſtream, 
The peace which from ſolitude flows, 

Henceforth ſhall be coRypox's theme. 
High tranſports are ſhown to the fight, 

ut we are not to find them our own; 

Fate never beſtow'd ſuch delight, 
As I with my PHYLLTS had known. 


O ye woods, ſpread your branches apace ; 
To your deepeſt receſfes I fly; 

I val hide with the beaſts of. the chace ; 
J would vaniſh from every eye. | 
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Yet my reed ſhall reſound through the grove 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun; 

How the ſmil'd, and I could not but love; 
Was faithlefs, and I am undone. 


——— —— — 


THE SUN. 


BRUT vonder comes the pow'rful king of day, 
Rejoicing in the eaſt. The leffening cloud, 

The kindling azure, and the mountain's brow 

Illum'd with fluid gold, his near approach 

Betoken glad. Lo! now, apparent all, 

Aflant the dew-bright earth, and colour'd air, 

He looks in boundiels majeſty abroad; 

And ſheds the ſhining day, that burniſn'd plays 

On rocks, and hills, and tow'rs, and wand'ring 
ſtreams, . Ws 

High-gleaming from afar. - Prime cheerer light ! 

Of all material beings firſt, and beſt! 

Efflux divine! Nature's reſplendent robe 

Without whoſe veſting beauty all were wrapt 

In uneſſential gloom; and thou, O SsUN 

Soul of ſurrounding worlds! in whom beſt ſeen 

Shines. out thy Maker ! may I fing of thee ? 

Tis Dy thy ſecret, ſtrong, attractive force, 

As with a chain indiffoluble bound, 

Thy ſyſtem rolls entire ; from the far bourne 

Of utmoſt Saturn, wheeling wide his round 

Of thirty years; to Mercury, whoſe diſk 

Can ſcarce be caught by philoſophic eye, 

Loſt in the near effulgence of thy blaze. 

Informer of the planetary train ! 

Without ae quick' ning glance their cumbrous 
orbs a 

Were brute unloyely maſs, inert and dead, 

And not, as now, the green abodes of life! 

How many forms of being wait on thee ! 

Inhaling ſpirit; from th' unfetter'd mind, 
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By thee ſublim'd, down to'the daily race. 


The mixing myriads of thy ſetting beam, 

The vegetable world is alfo thine, 
Parent of ſeaſons | who the pomp precede 
That waits thy throne, as thro' thy vaſt domain, 
Annual, along the bright ecliptic road, 
In world-rejoicing ſtate it moves ſublime. 


_ Meantime th' expecting nations; circled gay 


With all the various tribes of foodful earth, 
Implore thy bounty, or ſend grateful up 
A common hymn : while, round thy beaming car, 
High-ſeen, the ſeaſons lead, in ſprightly dance 
Harmonious knit, the roſy-finger'd hours, 

The zephyrs floating looſe, the timely rains, 

Of bloom ethereal the light-footed dews, 

And ſoften'd into joy the ſurly ſtorms. 

Theſe, in ſucceſfive turn, with laviſh hand, 

Show'r ev'ry beauty, ev'ry fragrance ſhow'r, 
Herbs, flow'rs, and fruits; till, kindling at thy touch, 
From land to land is fluſh'd the vernal year. 

Nor to the ſurface of the enliven'd earth, 
Graceful with hills, and dales, and leafy woods, 
Her lib'ral treſſes, is thy force confin'd d: 

But, to the bowel'd cavern darting deep, 

The min'ral kinds confeſs thy mighty pow'r. 
Effulgent, hence the veiny marble ſhines ; 

Hence labour draws his tools: hence burniſh'd war 
Gleams on the day; the nobler works of peace 
Hence bleſs mankind, and gen'rous commerce binds 
The round of nations in a golden chain. 

Th' unfruitful rock itſelf, impregn'd by thee, - 
In dark retirement forms the lucid ſtone. . 
The lively di' mond drinks thy pureſt rays, 
Collected light, compact; that, poliſh*'d bright, 
And all its native luſtre let abroad, 

Dares, as it ſparkles on the fair one's breaſt, 
With vain ambition, emulate her eyes. 

At thee the ruby lights its-deep'ning glow, 
And with a waving radiance inward flames. 
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From thee the ſapphire; ſolid ether, takes 
Its hue cerulean; and, of ev'ning tinct, 
The purple - ſtreaming amethyſt is thine. 
With thy own ſmile the yellow topaz burns. 
Nor deeper verdure dyes the robe of ſpring, 
When firſt ſhe gives it to the ſouthern gale, 
Than the green em'rald ſhows. But, all combin'd, 
Thick thro* the whitening opal play thy beams ; 
Or, flying ſeveral from its ſurface, form 
A trembling variance of revolving hues, 
As the ſite varies in the gazer's hand. 
The very dead creation, from thy touch 
Aſſumes a mimic life. By thee refin'd, 
In brighter mazes the relucent ſtream 
Plays o'er the mead. Ihe precipice abrupt, 
Projecting horror on the blacken'd flood, 
Softens at thy return. The deſert joys 
Wildly, thro' all his melancholy bounds. 
Rude ruins glitter; and the briny deep, 
Seen from ſome pointed promontory's top, 
Far to the blue horizon's utmoſt verge, 
Reſtleſs, reflects a floating gleam. But this, 
And all the much-tranſported Muſe can ſing, = 
Are to thy beauty, dignity, and uſe, | | 
Unequal. far; great delegated ſource 
Of light, and life, and grace, and joy below! 
9 5 
5 0 EPITAPH 0 
TO THE MEMORY OF A FAITHFUL SLAVE 


HERE a poor fable ſon of woe 
Doth from oppreſſion reft, 
Whom v1RTUE, in this world made free, 
And now, in heav'n, makes bleſt. ' 


When the laſt trump' ſhall mortals raiſe, 
The choir of heav'n to join, ay 
Many a nabob then will wiſh . 
For INNOCENCE like thine. 


' 
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],VEE'D in the arms of him ſhe lov'd, VI 
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THE LOVER's NIGHT.' 


LanNTHE figh'd the kindeſt things: 


Her fond ſurrender he approv'd, 


With ſmiles; and thus, enamour'd, fings. 


«© How ſweet are lover's vows by night, 
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“ Lap'd in an honeyſuckle grove! 
When Venus ſheds her gentle light, 
« And ſoothes the yielding foul to love. 


Soft as the filent-footed dews 
« That ſteal upon the ſtar-light hours; 
Warm as a loye-fick poet's muſe; * 


« And fragrant as the breath of flow'rs. 


To hear our vows the moon grows pale, 


„And pants Endymion's warmth to prove 3 


40 


66 
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While, emulous, the nightingale, 
„% 'Thick-warbling trills her Jay of love. 


The filver-founding ſhining ſpheres, - / 
That animate the glowing ſkies, 7 
Nor charm fo much, as thou, my ears, 

Nor bleſs ſo much, as thou, my eyes. 


Thus let me claſp thee to my heart, 


Thus fink in ſoftneſs on thy breaſt! 


£6 


6c 


cc 


No cares ſhall haunt us; danger, part, 
For ever loving, ever bleſt. | 


Cenſorious envy. dares not blame 

« The paſſion which thy truth inſpires: 
Ye ſtars, bear witneſs, that my flame 
„Is chaſte as your eternal fires.” 


Love ſaw them (hid among the boughs) 


And heard him fing their mutual bliſs! 


s Enjoy,” cried he, TANTHE's vows 


But, oh! I envy thee ber kiſs.” 
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5 HEALTH. 


NOW early ſhepherds o'er the meadow paſs, 
And print long footſteps in the glitt' ring graſs; 
The cows neglectful of their paſture ſtand, 
By turns obſequious to the milker's hand. 
When DAMON ſoftly trod the ſhaven lawn; 
Dao, a youth from i cares withdrawn; 
Long was the pleaſing walk he wander'd through, 
A cover'd arbour clos'd the diftant view; 
There reſts the youth, and, while the feather'd throng 
Raiſe their wild muſic, thus contrives a ſong. 
Here, wafted o'er by mild etefian air, . 
Thou country goddeſs, beauteous HEALTH ! repair, 
Here let my breaſt through quiv'ring trees inhale 
Thy roſy bleſſings with the morning gale. 
What are the fields, or flow'rs, or all I fee ? 
Ah! taſteleſs all, if not enjoy'd with thee. 
Joy to my ſoul ! I feel the goddeſs nigh, 
The face of nature cheers as well as j; 
O'er the flat green refreſhing breezes run, 
The ſmiling daifies blow beneath the ſun, | 
The brooks run purling down with filver waves, 
'The planted lanes rejoice with dancing leaves ; 
The chirping birds from all the compals rove 
To. tempt the tuneful echoes of the Joy 
High ſunny ſummits, deeply-ſhaded dales, 
Thick moſſy banks, and flow'ry winding vales, 
With various proſpect gratify the ſight, $5) 
And ſcatter fix'd attention in delight. | 
Come, country goddeſs, come, nor thou ſuffice, 
But bring thy mountain-fifter, EXERCISE. 
CalFd by thy lovely voice, ſhe turns her pace, 
Her winding horn proclaims the finiſh'd chace 
She mounts the rocks, ſhe ſkims the level plain, 
Dogs, hawks, and horſes, crowd her early train 
Her hardy face repels the tanning wind, 
And lines and meſhes yy float.behind. 
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The fox unkennell'd flies to covert grounds; 


Jo ſnare the fiſh, I fix the lurking bait; 
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All theſe as means of toil the feeble ſee, 

But theſe are helps to pleaſure join'd with thee. 
Let $LoTH lie ſoft'ning till high noon in down, 

Or lolling fan her in the tultry town, 

Unnerv'd with reſt; and turn her own diſeaſe, 

Or foſter others in luxurious eaſe : = 

I mount the courſer, call the deep-mouth'd hounds 


I lead where ſtags through tangled thickets tread, 
And ſhake the ſaplings with their branching head; 
I make the falcons wing their airy, way, 5 
And ſoar to ſeize, or ſtooping arike their prey; 


To wound the fowl, I load the gun with fate. 
"Fis thus through change of exerciſe I range, 
And ſtrength and pleaſure rite from ev'ry change. 
Here, beauteous HEALTH! for all the year 
remain | 2 5 
When the next comes, I'll charm thee thus 
again. . 8 
Oh, come, thou goddeſs of my rural ſong ! 
And bring thy daughter, calm oN TEN T, along; 
Dame of the ruddy cheek and laughin 


e 3 
From whole bright preſence clouds of aa fly: 


For her I mow my walks, I plat my bow'rs, 

Clip my low hedges, and ſupport my flow'rs; 

To welcome her, this ſummer-ſeat 1 dreſt, 

And here I court her when ſhe comes to reſt ; 

When ſhe from exerciſe to learned eaſe 

Shall change again, and teach the change to pleaſe, 
Now friends converſing my ſoft hours refine, 

And TULLY's 'Tuſculum revives in mine: 

Now to grave books I bid the mind retreat, 

And ſuck as make me rather good than great; 


Or, o'er the works of eaſy fancy rove, 

Where flutes and innocence amuſe the grove : 
The native bard, that on Sicilian plains 

Firſt ſung the lowly manners of the ſwains ; 
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Or, MARo's muſe, that in the faireſt light 
Paints rural proſpects and the charms of fight; 
Theſe ſoft amuſements bring content along, 
And fancy, void of ſorrow, turns to ſong. 
Here, beauteous HEALTH! for all the year 
remain; | 


When the next comes; I'll charm thee thus | 


again. | 


' DAMON AND MUSIDORA. 


(CLOSE in the covert of an hazel copſe, f 
Where winded into pleaſing folitude 12 

Runs out the rambling dale, young DAmon ſat, 

Penſive, and pierc'd with love's delightful pangs. 

There to the ſtream that down the diſtant rocks 

Hoarſe-murm'ring fell, and plaintive breeze that 
play d 1 W 

Among the bending willows, falſely he 

Of MUSIDOR A's cruelty complain'd. 10 

She felt his flame; but deep within her breaſt, 

In baſhful coyneſs, or in maiden pride, 

The ſoft return conceal'd; ſave when it ſtole 

In fide-long glances from her downcaſt eye, 

Or, from her ſwelling ſoul in ſtifled fighs. 

Touch'd by the ſcene, no ſtranger to his vows, 

He fram'd a melting lay to try her heart; 

And, it an infant paſſion ſtruggled there, 

To call that paſſion forth. Thrice happy ſwain ! 

A lucky chance, that oft decides the fate | 

Of mighty monarchs, then decided thine. 

For, lo! conducted by the laughing loves, 

This cool retreat his MUSIDoORA fought : 

Warm in her cheek the ſultry ſeaſon glow'd : 

And, rob'd in looſe array, ſhe came to bathe ' 

Her fervent limbs in the refreſhing ſtream. 

What ſhall he do? In ſweet confuſion loſt, 

And dubious flutterings, he awhile remain'd: 

A. pure ingen'ous elegance of ſoul, Fe £ 
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. Meantime, this fairer nymph than ever bleſt 
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A delicate'refinement, known to few, 
Perplex'd his breaft, and urg'd him to retire ; 
But love forbade. Ye prudes in virtue, ſay, 
Say, ye ſevereſt, what would you have done? 


Arcadian ſtream, with timid eye around 
The banks ſurveying, ſtripp'd her beaut'ous limbs, 
'To taſte the lucid coolneſs of the flood. 

Ah! then, not Paris on the piny top 

Of Ida panted ſtronger, when aſide 

The rival goddeſſes the veil divine 


Caſt unconfin'd, and gave him all their charms, 


Than Damon, thou; as from the ſnowy leg, 


And ſlender foot, th' inverted filk ſhe drew; 


As the ſoft touch diſſolv'd the virgin zone ; 
And, thro' the parting robe, the alternate breaſt, 
With youth wild-throbbing, on thy lawleſs gaze 
In full luxuriance roſe. But, deſperate youth, 
How durſt thou riſk the Eng view; 
As from her naked limbs of glowing white, 
Harmonious ſwell'd by nature's fineſt hand, 
In folds looſe- floating fell the fainter lawn; 
And fair expos'd ſhe ſtood; ſhrunk from herſelf, 
With fancy bluſhing, at the doubtful breeze 
Alarm'd, and ſtarting like the fearful fawn ? 

hen to the flood ſhe ruſh'd ; the parted flood 


Its lovely gueſt with cloſing waves receiv'd ; 


And ev'ry beauty ſoft' ning, ev'ry grace 

Fluſhing anew, a mellow luſtre ſhed; _ 

As ſhines the lily through the cryſtal mild ; 

Or as the roſe amid the morning dew, - | 
Freſh from Aurora's hand, more ſweetly glows. 
While thus ſhe wanton'd, now beneath the wave 
But ill-conceal'd; and now with ſtreaming locks, 


That half-embrac'd her in a humid veil, 


Riſing again the latent pamon drew __ 

Such madd'ning draughts of beauty to the ſoul, 
As for awhile 0'erwhelm'd his raptur'd thought 
With luxury too daring. Check'd at laſt, - 
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By love's reſpectful modeſty, he deem'd : 

The theft profane, if aught profane to love | 
Can e'erbedeem'd ; and, 1 the ſhade 
With headlong hurry fled: but firſt theſe lines, 
Trac'd by his ready pencil, on the bank 

With trembling hand he threw: © Bathe on, my fair, 
«© Yet unbeheld, fave by the ſacred eye 

« Of faithful love: I go to guard thy haunt, 


To keep from thy receſs each vagrant foot, 


„And each licent'ous eye.“ With wild ſurprize, 
As if to marble ſtruck, devoid of ſenſe, | 
A ſtupid moment motionleſs ſhe ſtood ; 


So ſtands the ſtatue ® that enchants the world, 


4 
6 


So bending, tries to vie the matchleſs boaſt, 
The mingled beauties of exulting Greece. 
Recov'ring, ſwift ſhe flew to find thoſe robes 
Which blitsful Eden knew not; and, array'd © 
In careleſs haſte, th' alarming paper ſnatch'd. 

But when her DAMoN's well-known hand ſhe ſaw, 
Her terrors vaniſh'd, and a ſofter train 
Of mix'd emotions, hard to be deſcrib'd, 


Her ſudden boſom ſeiz d: ſhame void of guilt, 


The charming bluſh of innocence, eſteem 

And admiration of her lover's flame, 

By modeſty exalted : ev'n a ſenſe 

Of ſelf-approving beauty ſtole acroſs | 

Her buſy thought. At length a tender calm, 
Huſh'd by degrees the tumult of her ſoul ; 

And on the ſpreading beach, that o'er the ſtream. 
Incumbent hung, ſhe with the ſylvan pen 

Of rural lovers this confeſhon carv'd, 

Which ſoon her DAMoN kiſs'd with weeping joy: 
Dear youth! ſole judge of what theſe dert mean, 
* By fortune too much favour'd, but by love, 
Alas! not favour'd leſs, be ſtill as now 

* Diſcreet : the time may come you need not fly.“ 


*The Venus of Medicis. 
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_ And, by oppoſing, end them*—To die ;—tofleep . 
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THE FOLLY OF RICHES. 


JF nrenes could prolong our ſtay, 
To court them I'd begin; 

That when grim MIN oS came my way, 

I'd bid him call again. | 
But fince I find it all in vain, 

And death pays no reſpect, | 
No longer ſhall they give me pain, 

But treat them with neglect. 


For ſoon or late the lot muſt come, 
'To pay the debt we owe, 
And lay us in the filent tomb, 
Whether we're rich or no. D | 
Then give me, gods, but health and friends, - 
And F'll no longer grieve; 8 
But laugh at care, which life attends, 
And wEALTH to others leave. 


The gen'rous glaſs I'll freely quaff, 
And fill it o'er and o'er, 
"Till DEATH ſhall ſtop the jocund laugh, 
By knocking at my door. 


— 


n 
be, or not to be? that is the queſtion ;— . 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to ſuffer 


The longs and arrows of outrageous fortune, 
Or to take arms againſt a ſea of troubles, . 


No more ;—and, by a ſleep, to ſay, we end 

'The heart-ach, and the thouſand natural ſhocks, - 
That fleſh is heir to; — tis a conſummation - 
Devoutly to be wiſh'd. To die ;z=to ſleep; 

To ſleep! perchance to dream! ay, there's the rub; 
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When we have ſhuffled off this mortal coil, 

Muſt give us pauſe ;—there's the reſpect 

That makes calamity of ſo long liſmme.. 
For who would bear the whips and ſcorns of time, 
Th' oppreſſor's wTOng, the proud-man's contumely, 
The pangs of deſpis d love, the law's delay, 
The inſolence of office, and the ſpurns 

That patient merit of th” unworthy takes, 


When he himſelf might his quietus make 


With a bare bodkin ? Who would fardels bear, 
To groan and ſweat under a weary lite, 2 
But that the dread of ſomething after death,—. 
That undiſcover'd country, from whoſe bourn : 
No traveller returns—puzzles the will; | 
And makes us rather bear thoſe ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of? _ 
Thus conſcience does make cowards of us all; 
And thus the native hue of reſolution . 

Is fickly*'d o'er with the pale caſt of thought; 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 

With this regard, their currents turn awry, _ 
And loſe the name of attion.— _ e e 
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THE HERMIT. 1HT 


AT the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is Mill, : 
And mortals the ſweets of forgetfulneſs prove; 


When-nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 


And nought but the nightingale's ſong in the : 


grove— | 


Twas then, by the cave of the mountain reclin'd, 


A HERMIT his nightly complaint thus aw : 
Tho” mournful his numbers, his ſoul was refign'd ; 
He thought as a ſage, tho' he felt as a man. 


« Ah! 'why thus abandon'd to darkneſs and woe, 


Why thus, lonely Philomel, flows thy ſad ftrain? 


For ſpring ſhall return and a lover beſtow, 


« And thy boſom no trace of misfortane retain. | 


For in that ſteep of death what dreams may come, 
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« Yet if pity inſpire thee, O ceaſe not thy lay! 
+ Mourn,' ſweeteſt companion; man calls thee 
c 5476 | 
O ſoothe him, whoſe pleaſures, like thine, paſs away 
« Full quickly they paſs but they never return 


« Now gliding remote on the verge of the ſky, 
„The moon, half extinct, a dim creſcent-diſplays; 

«© Butlately I mark' d, when majeſtic on high 

 « S$She'ſthone, and the planets were loft in her blaze. 

«© Roll on then, fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue 
«« 'The path that conducts thee to ſplendour again: 

“ But man's faded glory no change ſhall renew; 
Ah, fool! to exult in a glory ſo vain. 


"Tis night, and the landſcape is lovely no more: 

„I mourn, but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you; 

« For morn is approaching, your charms to reſtore, 
«© Perfum'd with freſh fragrance, and glitt'ring 

„ with dew. | 

% Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn ; 
„Kind nature the embrio-bloſſom ſhall ſave : 

« But when ſhall ſpring viſit the mould'ring urn? 
«« Owhen ſhall it dawn on the night of heave "by 


THE SHEEP AND THE BRAMBLE-BUSH. 
A THICK-twiſted brake, in the time of a ſtorm, 


. 


* 


_ #23. Seem'd kindly to cover a ſheep : 


I So ſnug, for awhile, he lay ſhelter'd and warm, 


It quietly ſooth'd him aſleep. /. 


The clouds are now ſcatter'd—thewinds are at peace; 
The ſheep to his paſture's inclin'd: 


But ah! the fell thicket lays hold of his fleece,, 


His coat is left forfeit behind. 3 
My friend, who the thicket of law never try'd, 
Conſider before you get in; | 
9 judgment. and ſentence are paſs'd on your 
ide, | | 
By Jove you'll be fleec'd to the {kin. 


- 
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THE VILLAGE ALE-HOUSE. 


NEAR yonder thorn, that lifts its bead on high, 


Where once the —_— caught the paſhng eye, 
Low W houſe where nut- brown draughts in- 
ir'd, | | Nil i 1 
Where n mirth, and ſmiling toil retir'd ; 
Where village ſtateſmen talk'd with looks profound ; 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
Imagination fondly ſtoops to trace. N 
The parlour ſplendours of that feſtive place; 
The white-waſh'd wall, the nicely ſanded floor; 
The varniſh'd clock that click'd behind the doors 
The cheſt, contriv'd'a double debt to pay, _ _ 
A bed by night, a cheſt of draw'rs by day; 
The pictures plac'd for ornament and uſe; ' 
The twelve good rules, the royal game of gooſe ; 
The hearth, except when winter chilFd the day, 
With aſpen boughs, and flow'rs, and fennel gay; . 
While broken tea-cups, wiſely kept for ſhow,  * 
Rang'd o'er the chimney, gliſten'd in a row. 
Vain tranſitory ſplendour ] could not all 
Reprieve the tott'ring manſion from its fall“ 
Obſcure it ſinks, nor ſhall it more impart 
An hour's importance to the poor man's heart, 
Thither no more the peaſant ſhall repair, 
To ſweet obl'vion of his daily care. 
No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale, 
No more the wood-man's ballad ſhall prevail, 
No more the ſmith his duſky brow hal clear; 
Relax his pond'rous ſtrength, and lean to hear; 
The hoſt himſelf no longer ſhall be found 
Careful to ſee the mantling bliſs go round; _ 
Nor the coy maid, half-willing'to be preſt, 
Shall Kiſs the cup to paſs it to the reſt. 
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OME follow, follow me, 
— Ye fairy elves that be, 
Light tripping o'er the green; 
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Hand in hand we'll dance around, 
For this place is fairy ground. 
When mortals are at reft, 
And ſnoring in their neſt, 
Unheard and uneſpied, 
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Over tables, ſtools, and ſhelves, 
We trip it with our fairy elves. 
And if the houſe be foul, 
With platter, diſh, or bowl, 
Up ſtairs we nimbly creep, 
And find the ſluts afleep; - - 
Then we pinch their arms and thig 
None us hears, and none us ſpies. 


But if the houſe be ſwept, 
And from uncleanneſs kept, 
We praiſe the houſhold maid, 
And duly ſhe is paid: 

Every night before we go, 

We 8 a teſter in her ſhoe. 


Then o'er a muſhroom's head 


— Ar cd ot 


Our table-cloth we ſpread; 
4 A grain of rye or wheat, 


The diet that we eat; 
Pearly drops of dew we drink, 
In acorn- cups fill'd. to the brink. 


The brains of nightingales, 
With unctuous fat of nails, 
Between two cockles ſtew'd, 
Is meat that's eas ly chew'd; 
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Come follow MAB your queen: 


Through key- holes we do glide; 
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Tails of worms, and marrow of mice, 
Do make a diſh that's wond'rous nice. 


The graſshopper, gnat, and fly, 
| 8 for . 5 
Grace ſaid, we dance awhile, 
And ſo the time beguile 
And if the moon doth hide her head, 
The glow-worm lights us home to bed. 


O'er tops of dewy graſs 

So nimbly we do pals, 

The young and tender ſtalk 

Ne'er bends when we do walk; 
Yet in the morning may be ſeen 
Where we the night before have been. 


THE MISER AND PLUTUS. 


THE wind was high, the window ſhakes, 
With ſudden ſtart the MISsER wakes; 

Along the filent room he ſtalks, 8 
Looks back, and trembles as he walks: 
Each lock and ev'ry bolt he trys, 
In ev'ry creek and corner prys, 
Then opes the cheſt with treaſure ſtor'd, 
And ſtands in rapture o'er his hoard. 
But now, with ſudden qualms poſſeſt, 
He wrings his hands, he beats his breaſt; 
By conſcience ſtung, he wildly ſtares, 
And thus his guilty ſoul declares: 

„Had the deep earth her ſtores confin'd, 
„This heart had known ſweet peace of mind. 


« But vIRTUE's ſold. - Good gods! what price 


Can recompenſe the pangs of VICE ? 

O bane of good! ſeducing cheat 

Can man, weak man, thy pow'r defeat? 
© GoLD baniſh'd Honour from the mind, 
«© And only left the name behind; 
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Gol b is the canker of the breaſt; 
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«© GoLD ſow'd the world with ev'ry ill; 
« GoLD taught the murd'rer's ſword to kill: 
„ "Twas GOLD, infiructed coward hearts 
„In TREACH'RY'S more pernicious arts. 
Mho can recount the miſchiefs o'er? 
« VIRTUE reſides on Earth no more!“ 
He ſpoke, and ſigh'd. In angry mood 
PLurus, his god, before him ſtood. 
The Ms ER, trembling, lock'd his cheſt : 
The viſion frown'd, and thus addreſs' d: 
Whence is this vile ungrateful rant, 
Each ſordid raſcal's daily cant? 
Did I, baſe wretch! corrupt mankind? 
The fault's in thy rapac'ous mind. 
Becauſe my bleſſings are abus' d, 


+. 


© Muft I be cenſur'd, curs'd, accus'd ? 


« Ev'in VIRTUE's ſelf by knaves is made 

A cloak to carry on the trade; . 
And pow'r (when lodg'd in their poſſeſſion) 
« Grows tyranny and rank oppreſſion. ' 
Thus, when the villain crams his cheſt, 

"Tis Av' RICE, INSOLENCE, and PRIDE, 
And ev'ry ſhecking'vice beſide : 

But when to virt'ous hands tis giv'n, ; 

It bleſſes, like the dews of heav'n: 
Like heav'n it hears the oRPHAN's cries, 
And wipes the tears from wipow's eyes. 
Their CRIMEs on GOLD ſhall Mis ERS lay, 
Who pawn'd their fordid fouls for pay? 

© Let BRAvoEs, then, when blood is ſpilt, 
* Upbraid the paſſive sworD with guilt.” 


NS A. M A _ a 
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A WHIMSICAL EPITAPH. 


H ERF lies the rag of SARAH SE XTON;, 


Who, as a wife, did never vex one; 


- 


We can't ſay that for her at th' next - ſtone. | 
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- UNIVERSAL ORDER. 


ALL are but parts of one ſtupendous whole, 
Whoſe body nature is, and God the. foul; 
That chang'd thro' all, and yet in all the fame, 
Great in the earth, as in the ethereal frame; 
Warns in the ſun, refreſhes in the breeze, 
Glows in the ſtars, and bloſſoms in the trees; 
Lives through all life, extends through all extent; 
Spreads undivided, operates unſpent; 
Breathes in our foul, informs our mortal part, 
As full, as perfect, in an hair as heart; 
As full, as perfect, in vile man that mourns, 
As the rapt ſeraph that adores and burns: 
| To him no high, no low, no great, no ſmall; . 
He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all. 
Ceaſe then, nor order imperfection name: 
Our proper bliſs, depends on what we blame. 
Know thy own point: this kind, this due degree 
Of blindneſs, weakneſs heav'n beſtows on thee. 
Submit.—In this, or any other ſphere, 
Secure to be as bleſt as thou canſt bear: 
Safe in the hand of one diſpoſing pow'r, 
Or in the natal, or the mortal hour. 
All nature is but art, unknown to thee ; 
All chance, direction, which thou canſt not ſee; 
All diſcord, harmony not underſtood ; | 
All partial evil, univerſal good : 87 
And, ſpite of pride, in erring reaſon's ſpite, 
One truth is clear—wWHATEVER IS, is RIGHT, 
| SIMPLICITY, 
O THOU, by nature taught 
To breathe her genuine thought, 
In numbers warmly pure, and ſweetly firong: 
Who firſt on mountains wild, 


In fancy, lovelieſt child, 2 
Thy babe, and pleaſure's, rag the pow'rs of ſong! 
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Thou, who with hermit heart, 
Diſdain'ſt the wealth of art \ 
And gauds, and pageant weeds, and trailing pall: 
ut com'ſt a decent maid, 8 
| In attic robe array'd, 
O chaſte, unboaſtful nymph, to thee I call! 


By all the honey'd ſtore, 
On Hybla's thymy ſhore, 

By all her 8 and mingled murmurs dear, 
By her, whoſe love-lorn woe, 
In ev'ning muſings flow, | 

Sooth'd fweetly ſad Electra's poet's ear: 


BY old Cephiſus deep, IF 

ho ſpread his wavy ſweep 

In warbled wand'rings round thy green retreat, 
On whoſe enamell'd fide, | | 
When holy, FREEDOM dy'd, 

No equal haunt allur'd thy future feet, 


O ſiſter meek of TRUTH, 
To my admiring youth, 
Thy ſober aid and native charms infuſe?! 
The flow'rs that ſweeteſt breathe, 2! 
Though beauty cull'd the wreath, 
Still aſk thy hand to range their order'd hues. 


While Rome could none eſteem, 
But virtue's patriot theme, 
You lov'd her hills, and led her laureate band ; 
But ſtaid to ſing alone 
To one diſtinguiſh'd throne, 
And turn'd thy face, and fled her alter'd land. 


Nor more in hall or bow' r. 
The paſſion's own thy pow'r, 


Love, only love, her forceleſs numbers mean: 


For thou has left her ſhrine, 
Nor olive now, nor vine, 


Shall gain thy feet to bleſs the ſervile Wenne. 
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Though taſte, though genius bleſs 

To ſome divine excels, . 

Faint's the cold work till thou inſpire the whole; 
What each, what all ſupply, | 
May court, may charm our eye, 


Thou, only thou, canſt raiſe the meeting ſoul! 


Of theſe let others aſk, 
To aid ſome mighty taſk, | 
I only ſeek to find thy temp'rate vale: 
Vhere oft my reed might ſound. 
'To maids and ſhepherds round, 
And all thy ſons, O nature! learn my tale. 


- 


— ——ů 
DELIA. 


WHEN DELIA on the plain appears, 

Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 
I would approach, but dare not move; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can hear; 
No other wit but her's approve : 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


If ſhe ſome other ſwain commend, 

Tho' I was once his fondeſt friend, 

His inſtant enemy I prove; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


When ſhe is abſent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before, 

The cleareſt ſpring, the ſhadieſt grove; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


When fond of pow'r, of beauty vain, 
Her nets ſhe ſpreads for ev'ry ſwain, 
I ſtrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove; 
Tell me, my heart, if _ be love ? 
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THE RIVER AVON. | 

HOU ſoft flowing Avox, by thy filver ſtream, 

Of things more than mortal ſweet SHAKSPEARE 
would dream ; | 

The fairies by moon- light dance round his green bed, 

For hallow'd the turf is, which pillow'd his head. 


The love-ſtricken maiden, the ſoft-ſighing ſwain, 


Here rove without danger, and ſigh without pain. 


The ſweet bud of beauty no blight ſhall here dread, 
For hallow'd the turf is, which pillow'd his head. 


Here you ſhall be fam'd for their love and their 
| trut | * 

And cheerful old age feel the ſpirit of youth; 

For the raptures of fancy here poets ſhall tread, 

For hallow'd the turf is, which pillow'd his head. 


Flow on, filver avox, in ſong ever flow, 


Be the ſwans on thy borders ſtill whiter than ſnow! 


Ever full be thy ſtream, like his fame may it ſpread, 
And the turf ever hallow'd, which pillow'd his head. 
D ag! | Fr 4 of 


THE 


COUNTRY BUMPKIN a#D RAZOR-SELLER. 


A FELLOW in a market town, 
Moſt muſical, cry'd razors up and down, 
And offer'd twelve for eighteen-pence ; 
Which certainly feem'd wond'rous cheap, 
And for the money, quite a ae 
As ev'ry man wou'd buy, with caſh and ſenſe. 


A country-bumpkin the great offer heard: 


Poor HODGE, who ſuffer'd by a broad black beard, 
That ſeem'd a ſhoe-bruth ſtuck beneath his noſe, 
With cheerfulneſs the eighteen-pence he paid, 
And proudly to himſelf, in whiſpers ſaid, 
« This raſcal ſtole the razors, I ſuppoſe. 
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« No matter if the fellow 4e a knave, | 
« Provided that the razors ave; | 
„It certainly will be a monſtrous prize: 
So home the clown, with his good fortune, went, 
Smiling in heart, and foul content, 
And quickly ſoap'd himſelf to ears and eyes. 


Being well lather'd from a diſh or tub, 

HoDGE now began with grinning pain to grub, 
Juſt like a kicker cutting furze: | 

'Twas a vile razor !—then the reſt he try'd— 

All were impoſtors—* Ah!“ Hope figh'd ! | 
« ] with the eighteen-pence within my purſe.!” 


In yain to chace his beard, and bring the graces, | 
He cut, and dug, and winc'd, and ſtamp'd andſwore: 
Brought blood, and danc'd, blaſphem'd, and made 
wry. faces, 
And curs'd each razor's body o'er and o'er. 


His muzzle, form'd of oppo/itron ſtuff, 
Firm as a Foxite, would not loſe its ruff; 

So kept it—laughing at the ſteel and ſuds : 
HoDGE, in a pa jon, fretch'd his angry jaws, 
Vowing the direſt vengeance, with clench'd claws, 

On the vile cheat that ſold the goods. | 

„% Razors !—a damn'd confounded dog 

«© Not fit to ſcrape a hog !”” | 


Hop ſought the fellow—found him, and begun 
„ P'rhaps, meaſter razor- rogue, to you 'tis fun, 
„That people flay themſelves out of their lives: 
« You raſcal for an hour have I been grubbing, 
Giving my ſcoundrel whiſkers here a (rubbing, 
« With razors juſt like oyſter knives. | | 


« Sirrah! I tell you, you're a knave, 
« To cry up razors that can't fave.” | 
© Friend? quoth the razor-man, I'm not a knave: 
* As for the razors you have bought, 
© Upon my foul I never thought 
2 Lat they would Fave.” 3 4 
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« Not think they'd ſhave!”” quoth HoDGE with 
wond'ring eyes, EN 

And voice not much unlike an Indian yell; 

« What were they made for then, you dog? he cries, 

Made! quoth the fellow, with a ſmile, to ell. 

Ep Ives | 

THE PARISH POOR HOUSE. 
"THEIRS is yon houſe that holds the pariſh poor, 

Whoſe walk of mud ſcarce bear the broken door; 
There, where the putrid vapours flagging play, 
And the dull wheel hums doleful thro” the day; 
There children dwell who know no parent's care; 
Parents, who know no children's love, dwell there; 
Heart-broken matrons on their joyleſs bed, 
Forſaken wives, and mothers never wed ; 
Dejected widows with unheeded tears, ; 
And crippled age with more than childhood- fears 
'The lame; the blind, and, far the happieſt they ! 
The moping idiot, and the madman gay. 

Here too the fick their final doom receive, t 
Here brought, amid the ſcenes of grief, to grieve; 
Where the loud groansfrom ſome ſad chamber flow, 
Mixt with the clamours of the crowd below : 
Here ſorrowing, they each kindred ſorrow ſcan, 


And the cold charities of man to man. 


Whoſe laws indeed for ruin'd age provide, 
And ſtrong compulſion plucks the Cry from pride; 
But fil that ferap is bought with many a ſigh, 
And pride embitters what it can't deny. 

Say ye, oppreſt by ſome fantaſtic woes, 
Some jarring nerve that baftles your repoſe; _ 
Who preſs the downy couch, while flaves advance 
With timid eye to read the diſtant glance; 


Who with fad prayers the weary doctor teaze 


To name the nameleſs ever-new diſeaſe; 
Who with mock-patience dire complaints endure, 
Which real pain, and that alone can cure; 


je" 
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How would you bear in real pain to lie, 
Deſpis'd, neglected, left alone to die? 
How would ye bear to draw your lateſt breath, 
Where all that's wretched paves the way for death? 
Such is that room which one rude beam divides, 
And naked rafters form the floping ſides; TY 
Where the vile bands that bind the thatch are ſeen, 
And lath and mud is all that lie between; | 
Save one dull pane, that, coarſely patch'd, givesway 
To the rude tempeſt, yet excludes the day: | 


Here, on a matted flock, with duſt o'erſpread, 


The drooping wretch reclines his languid head ; 
For him no hand the cordial cup applies, 

Nor wipes the tear that ſtagnates in his eyes; 
No friends with ſoft diſcourſe his pain beguile, 
Nor promiſe hope till fickneſs wears a ſmile. 


% 


— . — 


THE BEGGAR WOMAN. 


VW HY ſounds the plaint of mis'ry in the ſtreet? 
One gentle boſom only heaves a ſigh; 3 
Unfeeling Av RICE frowns and paſſes by: 

"Tis falſe, the miſcreant thinks tis all deceit; 


The wily trader, wrapp'd in ſchemes of lure, 
Heeds not the groan long-Jing'ring on the air; 
While GREATN ESS ſtoops not, from his ſeat ſecure, 
To view affliction HE will never ſhare. 
Woman of want, thy hand is ſtretch'd in vain !— 
Pity from that cold heart thou can'ſt not ſtrain; 
Vain tears bedew thy ſorrow-waſted cheek _ 
Forc'd from thy famiſh'd babe, the fearful ſhriek 
Is nothing ; ſight like thine, fo woe-begone, 
Should not be ſeen, nor heard thy pit'ous moan, 
Where pomp, luxur'ous eaſe, we purple pride, 
And mirth, repos'd on downy beds, reſide: : 
Spoil not the poor and thoughtleſs merriment; 
Go! hug thy griefs at home —and ſtarve content! 
8 3 | 
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With two ſiſter graces more, 
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Minn. 


HENCE, loathed MELANCHOLY, | 
Of CERBERUS and blackeſt midnight born, | 
In ſtygian cave forlorn, | | 
Mongſt horrid ſhapes, and ſhrieks, and ſights 
unholy, | : 
Find out ſome uncouth cell, 1 
Where brooding darkneſs ſpreads his jealous wings, 
And the night- raven ſings; 
There under ebon ſhades, and low-brow'd rocks, 
As ragged as thy locks, | 
In dark Cimmerian deſart ever dwell. 
But come, thou goddeſs, fair and free, 
In heav'n yclep'd EUPHROSYNE, | 
And by men, heart-eafing MIRTH, 
Whom lovely vENus at a birth, 


To ivy-crowned BACCHUS bore : 

Or whether (as ſome ſages ſing) | 
The frolic wind that breathes the ſpring, - 
ZEPHYR with AURORA playing, m—_ 
As he met her once a maying, _ 
There on beds of violets blue, 

And freſh-blown roſes waſh'd in dew, 
Fill'd her with thee, a daughter fair, 

So buxom, blithe, and debonair. 

Haſte thee, nymph, and bring with thee 
JesT and youthful joLLITY, 

Quips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 
Nods and becks, and wreathed ſmiles, 
Such as hang on HEBE's cheek, 

And love te lire in dimple ſleek; 
SPORT, that wrinkl'd ARE derides, 
And LAUGHTER holding both his fides. 
Come, and trip it as you go | 
On the light fantaſtic' toe, 

And in thy right-hand lead with thee, 
The mountain nymph, ſweet LIBERTY ; 
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And if I give thee honour due, 
M1RTH admit me of thy crew, 

To live with her, and live with thee, ' 
In unreproved 5 free; 

To hear the lark begin his flight, 
And ſinging ſtartle the dull night, 
From his watch-tow'r in the Res | 

Till the dappled dawn doth riſe ; 

Then to come in ſpite of ſorrow, 

And at my window bid good-morrow, 
Through the ſweet-briar, or the vine, 

Or the twiſt'd eglantine 

While the cock with lively din 

Scatters the rear of darkneſs thin, 

And to the ſtack, or the barn-door, 

Stoutly ſtruts his dames before : 

Oft lift ning how the hounds and horn 
Cheerly rouſe the ſlumb' ring morn, 

From the fide of ſome hoar hill, 

Through the high wood echoing ſhrill : 

Some time walking not unſeen, 

By edge-row elms, on hillocks green, 

Right againſt the eaſtern gate, _ _ 

Where the great ſun begins his ſtate, 

Rob'd in flames and amber light, 

The clouds in thouſand liveries dight, 

While the ploughman near at a 

Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land, 

And the milk-maid ſingeth blithe, - 

And the mower wets his ſcythe, 

And ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale 

Under the hawthorn in the dale. | 
Straight mine eye hath caught new pleaſures, 
Whilſt the landſcape round it meaſures, 
Ruſſet lawns and fallows gray, 
Where the nibbling flocks do ſtray, 
Mountains on whole barren breaſt 

The lab'ring clouds do often reſt, 

Meadows trim with daifies pied, 

Shallow brooks, and rivers wide, 
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Sometimes with ſecure delight 
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Towers and battlements it ſees 
Boſom'd- high 1n tufted trees, 

Where perhaps ſome beauty lies, 
The Cynoſure of neighb'ring eyes. 
Hard by a cottage chimney ſmokes, 
From betwixt two aged oaks, 
Where coRyYDON and THYRs1s met, 
Are at their ſav'ry dinner ſet, 

Of herbs and other country meſſes, 
Which the neat-handed PHILL1s dreſſes ; 
And then in haſte her bow'r ſhe leaves 
With THESTYLI1s to bind the ſheaves ; 
Or, if the earlier ſeaſon lead, | 

To the tann'd hay-cock in the mead. 


The upland hamlets will invite, 

When the merry bells ring round, 

And the jocund rebecks found 

To many a youth and many a maid, 
Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade; , 

And young and old come forth to play 
On a ſun-ſhine holy-day, , 


Till the live-long day- light fail; 


Then to the ſpicy nut- brown ale, 
With ſtories told of many a feat, 


Ho fairy MAB the junkets eat; 


She was pinch'd and pull'd, ſhe ſaid, 
And by the friar's lanthorn led; 


Tells how the drudging goblin ſweat, 


To earn his cream-bowl duly ſet, 

When in one night, ere glimpſe of morn, 

His ſhadowy flail hath threſh'd the corn, 

That ten day-lab'rers could not end; 

Then lies him down the lubbar fiend, 

And ſtretch'd out all the 5 length, 
9 


Baſks at the fire his hairy ſtrengt 


And crop- full out of doors he flings, 
Ere the firſt cock his matin rings. 
Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 
By whiſp'ring winds ſoon lull'd aſleep. 
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'Tower'd cities pleaſe us then, 
And the buſy hum of men, 
Where throngs of knights and barons bold, 
In weeds of peace high triumphs hold, 
With ſtore of ladies, whoſe bright eyes 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 
Of wit or arms, while both contend 
To win her grace, whom all commend. 
There let HYMEN oft appear 
In ſaffron robe, and taper clear, 
And pomp, and feaſt, and revelry, 
With maſk, and antique pageantry ; 
Such fights as youthful poets dream 
On ſummer eves by haunted ſtream. 
| Then to the well-trod ſtage anon, 
Tf jonsoN's learned ſock be on, 
Or ſweeteſt SHAKSPEARE, fancy's child, 
Warble his native wood-notes wild. 
And ever againſt eating cares, 
Lap me in Toft Lydian airs, 
Married to immortal verſe, | 
Such as the meeting ſoul may pierce 
In notes, with many a winding bout 
Of linked ſweetneſs long drawn out. 
With wanton heed and giddy cunning, 
The melting voice through mazes running. 
Untwiſting all the chains that tie 
The hidden foul of harmony; 
That oRPHEUS; ſelf may heave his head 
From golden ſlumber on a bed ' 
Of heapt Elyſian flow'rs, and hear 
Such ſtrains as would have won the ear 
Of PLUTO, to have quite ſet free 
His half-regain'd EURYDICE. 
Theſe delights, if thou canſt give, 
Mik TR, with thee, I mean to live. 
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| MELANCHOLY. 
HEN CE, vain deluding joys, 


The brood of folly, without father bred, 


How little you beſted, 
Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys 
Dwell in ſome idle brain, | 


And fancies fond with gaudy ſhapes poſſeſs, 


As thick and numberleſs 


As the gay motes that people the ſun-beams, 


Or likelieſt hovering dreams, 


The fickle penſioners of MOR PHEUS' train. 


But hail, thou goddeſs, fage and holy ! 
Hail, divineſt MELANCHOLY ! 

Whoſe ſaintly viſage is too bright 

To hit the ſenſe of human fight, 

And therefore to our weaker view, 
O'erlaid with black, ſtaid wispou's hue: _ 
Black, but ſuch as in efteem, 

Prince MEMN ON's ſiſter might beſeem; 

Or that ſtarr'd Ethiop queen that ſtrove 

To ſet her beauties praiſe above 


The ſea nymphs, and their pow'rs offended ;| 


Yet thou art high'r far deſcended, 
The bright-hair'd vesTA long of yore 


Jo folitary $ATURN bore; 


His daughter ſhe (in S$ATURN's reign, 
Such mixture was not held a ſtain, ) 
Oft in glimmering bow'rs and glades 


He met her, and in ſecret ſhades 


Of woody Ida's inmoſt grove, 
While yet there was no fear of jove. 


Come, penſive nun, devout and pure, 


Sober, ſtedfaſt, and demure, 

All in a robe of darkeſt grain, 
Flowing with majeſtic train, 
And fable ſtole of Cyprus' lawn, 


Over thy decent ſhoulders drawn: 


Come, but keep thy wonted ſtate, 
With even ſtep and muſing gait, 
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And looks commercing with the tkies, 
The rapt ſoul fitting in thine eyes: 

Theſe held in holy paſſion flill, 

Forget thyſelf to marble, till 

With a fad leaden downward caft, 

Thou fix them on the earth as faſt: - 
And join with thee calm PEACE and quigr, 
Spare FAST, that oft with gods doth diet, 
And hears the muſes in a ring | 

Aye round about jJove's altar fing : 

And add to theſe retired LEISURE, 

That in trim gardens takes his pleaſure ; 
But firft, and chiefeft, with thee bring, 
Him that yon foars on golden wing, 
Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne, 

The cherub CONTEMPLATION , 

And thee mute SILENCE hift along 

Leſs Philomel will deign a ſong, 

In her ſweeteſt, faddeft plight, 
Smoothing the rugged brow of night, 
While CYNTHIA checks her dragon yoke, 
Gently o'er th* accuſtom'd oak; 

Sweet bird that ſhunn'ſt the noiſe of folly, 
Moſt mufical, moſt melancholy! - 
The chauntreſs oft the woods among 

I woo, to hear thy even- ſong; 

And miſſing thee, I walk unſeen 

On the dry ſmqoth-ſhaven green, 

To behold th* wand'ring moon, 

Riding near her high'ft noon, 

Like one that had been led aftray 

Through the heav'n's wide pathleſs way, 
And oft, as if her head ſhe bow'd, 5 
Stooping through a fleecy cloud, 

Oft on a plat of riſing graund, 

J hear the far- off curfew ſound, 

Over ſome wide-water'd ſhore, 

Swinging flow with ſullen roar ; 
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Be ſeen in ſome high lonely tow'r, 
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Or if the air will not permit, | 
Some ſtill removed place will fit, 
Where glowing embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom ; 

Far from all refort of mirth, x 

Save the cricket on the hearth, 

Or the bell- man's drowſy charm, | 
To bleſs the doors from nightly harm: 
Or let my lamp, at midnight hour, , 


n n » VV JIGHUO4F iq Aw» kd << a 


Where I may oft outwatch the BEAR 


With thrice great KHERMESs, or unſphere 


The ſpirit of pLATo, to unfold | | 
What worlds, or what vaſt regions hold | 
Th' immortal mind that hath forſook - * 

Her manſion in this fleſhy nook : 

And of thoſe demons that are found 

In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 

Whoſe power hath a true conſent. 

With planet, or with element. 

Sometimes let gorg'ous TRAGEDY, 

In ſcepter'd pall come ſweeping by, , 

Preſenting THEBES', or PELOPs' line, 

Or ele the tale of TROY divine: 

Or what (though rare) of later age 

Ennobled hath the buſkin'd ſtage. 

But, O ſad virgin, that thy pow'r 

Might raiſe Mus = us from his bow'r ; 

Or, bid the foul of or PHEvVs ſing 


©. Such notes, as warbled to the ſtring, 


Drew iron tears from PLUTO's cheek, 

And made HELL grant what Love did ſeek : 
Or, call up him that left half told 

The ſtory of caMBUSCAN bold, 

Of CAMBALL, and of ALGARSIFE ; 

And who had CANACE to wife, 

That own'd the virt'ous ring and glaſs, 

And of the wond'rous horſe of braſs, . 


TEMPLE OF APOLLO. 123 


On which the Tartar king did ride; 
And if aught elſe great hards beſide, 
In ſage and ſolemn tunes have ſung, 
Of turneys and of trophies hung, 

Of foreſts, and enchantments drear, 
Where more is meant than meets the ear. 
Thus night oft ſee me in thy pale career, 
Till civil-ſuited morn appear, | 
Not trickt and frounct as ſhe was wont 
With the attic boy to hunt, | 

But kercheft in a comely cloud, 

While rocking winds are piping loud, 

Or uſher'd with a ſhow'r ſtill, 

When th' guſt hath blown his fill, 

| Ending on the ruſtling leaves, 

With minute drops from off the eaves. 
And when the ſun begins to fling 

His flaring beams, me, goddeſs, bring, 

To arched walks of twilight groves, 

And ſhadows brown that Sylvan loves 

Of pine, or monumental oak, 

Where the rude axe with heaved ſtroke 
Was never heard the nymphs to daunt, 
Or fright them from their hallow'd haunt. 
There in clofe covert by ſome brook, 

| Where no profaner eye may look, 
Hide me from day's gariſh eye, 

While the bee with honied thigh, 

That at her flow'ry work doth fing, 
And the waters murm'ring, 

With ſuch concert as they keep, 
Entice the dewy-feather'd ſleep : 

And let ſome ſtrange myfterious dream 
Wave at his wings in airy ftream _ 
Of lively portraiture diſplay'd, 

Softly on my eye-lids laid: 

And as I wake, fweet muſic breathe 
Above, about, or er 
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124 TEMPLE OF APOLLO: 
Sent by ſome ſpirit to mortals good, 


Or th' unſeen genius of the wood: | + 


But let my due feet never fail 

To walk the ſtudious cloyſters* pale, 
And love the high embowed roof, 
With antic pillars maſſy proof, 

And ftoried windows hrs dight, 
Caſting a dim religious light. 

There let the pealing organ blow, 
To the full - voiĩc'd choir below, 

In ſervice high, and anthems clear, 
As may with ſweetneſs, through mine ear, 
Diſſolve me into extaſies, 

And bring all heav'n before mine eyes. 
And may at laſt my weary age 7 
Find out the peaceful hermitage, 

'The hairy gown and molly cell, 

Where I may fit and rightly ſpell _ 

Of ev'ry ſtar that heav'n doth ſhew ; 
And ev'ry herb that ſips the dew; 

'Till old experience do attain 

To ſomething like prophetic ſtrain. ; 
Theſe pleaſures, MELANCHOLY, give, 
And I with thee, will chooſe to live. 


— iu —— 
THE VIOLET. 


QHELTER'D from the blight ambition, 
Fatal to the pride of rank, 7 
See me in my low condition, 
Laughing on the tiffted bank. 


On my robes (for emulation) 
No variety's impreſt; 

Suited to an humble ſtation, 
Mine's an unembroider'd veſt. 


Modeſt though the maids declare me, 
May in her fantaſtic train, 

When PasToORA deigns to wear me, 
Ha'n't a flow'ret half fo vain. 


/ 
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THE PASSIONS. 


WHEN MUSIC, heav'nly maid, was young, 
While yet in early GREECE ſhe ſung, 

The PASSIONS oft, t' hear her ſhell 

Throng'd around her magic cell, 

'Xulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 

Poſſeſt beyond the muſe's painting; 

By turns they felt the glowing mind 

Diſturb*d, delighted, rais'd, refin'd. 

Till once, *tis faid, when all were fir' d, 

Fil”d with fury, rapt, inſpir'd, 

From the ſupporting myrtles round 

They ſnatch'd her inſtruments of found, 

And as they oft had heard apart 

Sweet leſſons of her forceful art, 

Each, for madneſs rul'd the hour, 

Would prove his own expreſſive pow'r. 


Firſt FEAR, his hand, its {kill to try, 
Amid the chords bewilder'd laid, 

And back recoil'd, he knew not why, 
Ev'n at the ſound himſelf had made. 


Next ANGER ruſh'd, his eyes on fire, 
In lightnings own'd his ſecret ſtings, 
In one rude claſh he ſtruck the lyre, 
And ſwept with hurried hand the firings. 


With woeful meaſures wan DESPAIR— 
Low ſullen ſounds his grief beguil'd, 

A ſolemn, ſtrange, and mingled air, 
"Twas fad by fits, by ſtarts *twas wild. 


But thou, O more, with eyes ſo fair, 
What was thy delighted meaſure * 
Still it whiſper'd-promis'd pleaſure, 
And bade the lovely ſcenes at diſtance hail! 
Still would her touch the ſtrain prolong, 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 
She call'd on ECHO es) ba all the ſong ; 
| M.3-.. OE 
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And where her ſweeteſt theme ſhe choſe, ] 
A ſoft reſponſive voice was heard at ev'ry cloſe, 
And Ag PE enchanted ſmil'd, and wav'd her golden 
| alr, | 5 | =o ] 
And longer had ſhe ſung—but, with a frown, _ 
REVENGE impatient roſe, _ | ; 
He threw his blood-ſtain'd ſword in thunder down, l 
And, with a with'ring look, p To 
The war-denouncing trumpet took, 
And blew a blaſt ſo loud and dread, 
Were ne'er prophetic ſounds fo full of woe. 
And ever and anon he beat 
The doubling drum with fur'ous heat; 
And though ſometimes, each dreary pauſe be- | 
- _  tweenh, « 


Dejected PITyY at his fide | 
Her ſoul-ſubduing voice apply'd, 
Yet ſtill he kept his wild unalter'd mien, 

While each ſtrain'd ball of fight ſeem'd burſting 

from his head. | 

Thy numbers, JEALOUSY, to nought were fix'd, 

Sad proof of thy diſtreſsful ſtate, ( 

Of diff ring themes the veering ſong was mix'd, 
And now it courted LOVE, now raving call'd on 
mar. | 912 

With eyes up- rais'd, as one inſpir'd, | 

Pale MELANCHOLY fate retir d, | 


5 And from her wild ſequeſter' d ſeat, 


In notes by diſtance made more ſweet, | 
| Pour'd through the mellow horn her penſive foul : 
| And daſhing ſoft from rocks around, ; 
Bubbling runnels join'd the ſound; 
8 glades and glooms the mingled meaſure | 
ole, | 
Or o'er ſome haunted ſtreams with fond delay, 
Round an holy calm diffuſing, 
Love of PEACE and lonely muſing, 
In, hollow murmurs dy'd away. 


1, 


- TEMPLE OF APOLLO.- .' 127 


But, O, how alter'd was its ſprightlier tone! 
When CHEERFULNESs, a nymph of healthieſt hue ! 
Her bow acroſs her ſhoulder flung, 
Her buſkins gemm'd with morning dew, | 
Blew an aſpiring air, that dale and thicket rung, 
The hunter's call to fawn and dryad known; 
The oak-crown'd ſiſters, and their chaſte-ey d queen, 
Satyrs and ſylvan boys were ſeen, 5 8 bh 
Peeping from forth their alleys green; 
Brown EXERCISE rejoic'd to hear, | 
And sPoRT leapt up, and ſeiz'd his beechen ſpear. 
Laſt came Joy's ecſtatic trial, | 
He, with viny crown advancing, BED 
Firſt to the lively pipe his hand addreſt, 
But ſoon he ſaw the DES ah viol, 
Whoſe ſweet entrancing voice eg 07 the beſt. 
They would have thought, who heard the ſtrain, 
They ſaw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
Amidf the feſtal ſounding ſhades, 
To ſome unweary'd minſtrel dancing: 
While, as his flying fingers kiſs'd the ſtrings, 
Love fram'd with MIRTH a gay fantaſtic round, 
Looſe were her treſſes ſeen, her zone unbound, ' 
And he, amidſt his frolic play, 
As if he would the charming air repay, 
Shook thouſand odours from his dewy-wings. 
O mus1c, ſphere-deſcended maid, 
Friend of PLEASURE, WISDOM'S aid, 
Why, goddeſs, why to us deny'd ? 
Lay'ſt thou thy ancient lyre afide? 
As jn that lov'd Athenian bow'r 
You learn'd in all commanding pow'r ; 
Thy mimic ſoul, O nymph endear'd, 
Can well recal what then it heard. 
Where is thy native fimple heart, 
Devote to VIRTUE; FANCY, ART? 
Ariſe, as in that elder time, th 
Warm, energetic, chaſte, ſublime? -- 
Thy wonders in that god-like age, 
Fill thy recording fiſter's page 
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Tis ſaid, and I believe the tale, 
Thy humbleſt reed could more prevail, 
Had more of ſtrength, diviner rage, 
Than all which charms this laggard age, 
Ev'n all at once to iter Bun 
CECILIA's mingled world of ſound 
O, bid our vain endeavours ceaſe, 
Revive the juſt deſigns of GREECE 
Return in all thy ſimple ſtate! 

Confirm the tales her ſons relate ! 


THE WINTER'S DAY. 


© W HEN raging ſtorms deform the air, 


— 


And clouds of ſnow deſcend; 


And the wide landſcape bright and fair, 
No deepen'd colours blend: 


When biting froſt rides on the wind, 
Bleak from the north and eaſt, 
And wealth is at its eaſe reclin'd, 
Prepar'd to laugh and feaſt: 


When the poor tray'ller treads the plain 
All dubious of his way, | 
And crawls with night-encreaſing pain, 

And dreads the parting day : 


When PoVERTY in vile attire, 
Shrinks from the biting blaſt, 

Or hovers o'er the pigmy tire, 
And fears it will not laſt: 

When the fond mother hugs her child 
Still cloſer to her breaſt, ay 


{ 


7 


And the poor infant, froſt-beguil'd, 


Scarce feels that it is preſt: : 


Then let the bounteous hand extend 


Its whoop to the poor, F 
Nor ſpurn the wretched while they bend 


All ſuppliant at your door. 
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FEAR. 


OU, to whom the world unknown, 

With all its ſnadowy 8 is ſhnewn; 
Who ſee'ſt appall'd th' unreal ſcene, 
While FANCY lifts the veil between : 

Ah, FEAR! ah, frantic FEAR! 
I fee—I ſee thee near. 

know thy hurried ftep, thy haggard eye! | or 
Like thee I ſtart, like thee diſorder'd fly, of 
For, lo, what monſters in thy train appear! EO 3 
DAN GER, whoſe limbs of giant mou £ ye 
What mortal eye can fix'd behold ? 
Who ſtalks his round, an hideous form, 
Howling amidſt the midnight ſtorm, 
Or throws. him on the ridgy fteep _ 
Of ſome looſe hanging rock to ſleep : 
And with him thoufand phantoms join'd, 
Who prompt to deeds accurs'd the mind : 
And thoſe, the fiends, who near allied, 
O'er nature's wounds and wrecks preſide; 
While vENG* ANCE, in the lucid air, 
Lifts her red arm, expos'd and bare : 
On whom the rav'ning brood of fate, 
Who lap the blood of forrow, wait; 
Who, FEAR, this ghaſtly train can ſee, 
And look not madly-wild, like thee ? 


In earlieſt 6REECE, to thee, with partial choice, 
The grief-full muſe addreſt her infant tongue; 

The maids and matrons, on her awful voice, 
Silent and pale, in wild amazement hung. 


Yet he, the bard who firſt invok'd thy name, 
Diſdain'd in Marathon its pow'r to feel: 

For not alone he nurs'd the poet's flame, | 

But reach'd from virtue's hand the patriot's ſteel. 


But who is he whom later garlands grace, 
Who left awhile o'er Hybla's dews to rove, 
With trembling eyes thy dreary ſteps to trace, 
Where thou and furies ſhar'd the baleful grove ? 
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Wrapt in thy cloudy veil th' inceſt ous queen, 
Sigh'd the ſad call her ſon and huſband heard, 

When once alone it broke the filent ſcene, | 
And he the wretch of THE RBES no more appear'd, 


O FEAR, I know thee by my throbbing heart, 

Thy with'ring pow'r inſpir'd each mournful line, 
Though gentle PITy claim her mingled part, 
il the thunders of the ſcene are thine. 


Thou who ſuch weary length has paſt, 
Where wilt thou reſt, mad nymph, at laſt ? 


Say, wilt thou ſhroud in haunted cell, 
Whe 


re gloomy rape and murder dwell ? 

Or, in ſome hollow*d ſeat, e | 

*Gainſt which the big waves beat, te 

Hear drowning ſeamen's cries in tempeſts brought! 

Dark pow'r, with ſhudd'ring meek ſubmitted 
thought, pes 

Be mine, to read th' viſions old, | 

Which thy awak'ning bards have told. 

And, leſt thou meet my blaſted view, 

Hold each ſtrange tale devoutly true ; 

Ne'er be I ou. by thee o'er-aw'd, 

In that thrice-hallow'd eve abroad, 


When ghoſts, as cottage-maids believe, g 
Their pebbled beds permitted leave, | 


And goblins haunt from fire, or fen, 
Or mine, or flood, the walks of men 
O thou, whoſe ſpirit moſt poſſeſt 


The ſacred ſeat of SHAKSPEARE's breaſt! 


By all that from thy prophet broke, 

In thy divine emotions ſpoke ! 

Hither again thy fury deal, | | 
Teach me but once like him to feel : 1 


His pres wreath my meed decree, 
? 


And 


O FEAR, will dwell with thee! 
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THE SORROWS OF LIFE. 


O what a vaſt variety of ills . 
Lurk in the path ordain'd for wretched man 
Firſt, PLEASURE lures him to the gaudy track, 
And tempts him with the glare of worldly joys ; 
With youn and wealth, and what is ſtill more dear, 
The bleſs d return of fond requited love!: 
Then JEALOUSY wrings hard each tortur'd nerve, 
While fancy bids a new creation rife, | 
Of demons hideous, that diſtract his foul ! 
DESPAIR uſurps each avenue of ſenſe, 
And drives him head-long from his peaceful home, 
To ſeek for GLORY *'midit the fields of death. 
Oh! then deceitful yore preſents new joys; {/ 
While FAME's gay trophies hide his fading brow; 
Soon from the glowing height of conqueſt fall'n, 
Th' inevitable GRAVE arreſts his courſe, 
And wretched man returns again to DUST. 


— ; | 
ON MARGARET RATCLIFFE. - 


MARBLE, weep, for thou doſt cover 
A dead beauty underneath thee, 

R ich as nature could bequeath thee : 
G rant then, no rude hand remove her. 
A Il the gazers on the ſkies 

R ead not in fair heav'n's ſtory 

E xpreſſer truth, or truer glory, 

T hen they might in her bright eyes. 


R are as wonder was her wit; 

A nd, like Nectar, ever flowing: 

T ill time, ſtrong by her beſtowing, 
C onquer'd hath both life and it; 
L ife, whoſe grief was out of faſhion 
I n theſe times. Few have ſo ru'd 
F ate in a brother. To conclude, 
F or wit, feature, and true paſſion, 
E arth, thou haſt not ſuch another. 
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HARMONY. 


FROM, HARMONY, from heav'nly HARMONY, 
This univerſal frame began : 
When nature underneath a heap 
Of jarring atoms lay, 
And could not heave her head, 
The tuneful voice was heard from high, 
Ariſe ! ye more than dead. 
Then cold, and hot, and moiſt, and dry, 
In order to their ſtations leap, 
And MusiC's pow'r obey. 
From HARMONY, from heav'nly HARMONY, 
'This univerſal frame began : | 
From HARMONY to HARMONY _ 
Through all the compals of the notes it ran, 
The diapaſon cloſing full in man. 


What paſſion cannot Maus raiſe and quell? 


hen JUBAL ſtruck the chorded ſhell, 
His lining brethren ſtood around, 
And, wond'ring, on their faces fell, 
To worſhip that celeſtial ſound. 
Leſs than a god they thought there could not dwell 
Within-the hollow of that ſhell, 
That ſpoke fo ſweetly and ſo well. 
What paſſion cannot MusiC raiſe and quell ? 


The TRUMPET's loud clangor © 
Excites us to arms, 

With ſhrill notes of anger 
And mortal alarms. 

The double, double, double beat 
Of the thund'ring DRUM 


f 


. Cries, hark ! the foe's come ; 


Charge! charge tis too late to retreat. 


The ſoft complaining FLUTE 

In dying notes diſcovers 

'The woes of hopeleſs lovers, 5 
Whoſe dirget is EY by the warbling 1 LUTE. 
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Sharp VIOLINS proclaim 
Their jealous pangs, and deſperation, 
Fury, frantic, indignation, _ 
Depth of pains, and height of paſſion, 
For the fair, diſdainful dame. 


But oh! what art can teach, 
What human voice can reach, 

The ſacred ORGAN's prailſe ? 

Notes inſpiring holy love, 


Notes that wag their heav'nly ways 


To mend the choirs above. 


OrPHEvVs could lead the ſavage race; 
And tree's up-rooted left their place, 
Sequacious of the LYRE : 
But bright cECILIA rais'd the wonder higher: 
When to her oRGAN vocal breath was giv'n, 
An angel heard, and ſtraight appear d, 
Miſtaking earth for heavn. 


As from the pow'r of ſacred lays, 
The ſpheres began to move, 

And ſung the great Creator's praiſe 
To all the bleſs'd above; | 
So when the laſt and dreadful hoy 
This crumbling pageant ſhall devour, 
The TRUMPET ſhall be heard on high, 

The dead ſhall live, the living die, 

And Must ſhall untune the Iky. 


—— — 
| LIBERTY. 
HO ſhall awake the sPAKTAN fife 
And call in ſolemn ſounds to life, 


The youths, whoſe locks divinely ſpreading, 
Like vernal hyacinths in ſullen hue, 
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At once the breath of fear and virtue ſhedding, 


Applauding FREEDOM. lov'd of old to view.? 


What new ALCEvus, fancy-bleſt, 


Shall ſing the ſword * dreſt, 
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At wiſdom's ſhrine awhile its flame concealing, 
(What place ſo fit to ſeal a deed renown'd?) 
Till ſhe her brighteſt lightnings round revealing, 
It leap'd in flory forth, and dealt her prompted 
wound! 
O goddeſs, in that feeling hour; 
When moſt its ſounds would court thy ears, 
et not my ſhelF's miſguided pow'r, 
E'er draw thy ſad, thy mindful tears. 
No, FREEDOM, no, I will not tell, 
How ROME, before thy face, 


With heavieſt ſound, a giant- ſtatue, fell, 


Puſh'd by a wild and artleſs race, 
From off its wide ambitious baſe, _ 
When time his northern ſons of ſpoil awoke, 
And all the blended work of ſtrength and grace, 
With many a rude repeated ftroke, 
And 8 barbarous yell, to thouſand fragments 
roke. 


Yet, ev'n, where' er the leaſt appear'd, 

Th' admiring world thy hand rever'd ; 

Still, *midſt the ſcatter'd ftates around, 

Some remnants of her ſtrengtk were found; 
They ſaw, by what eſcap'd the ſtorm, 

How wond'rous roſe her perfect form; 

How in the great, the labour'd whole, 

Each mighty maſter pour'd his foul ; 

For ſunny FLORENCE, ſeat of art, 

Beneath her vines preſerv'd a part, Pp 


Till they, whom Science lov'd to name, 
(O, who could fear it?) quench'd her flame. 


And, lo! an humbler relic laid | | 

In jealous Ps A's olive ſhade ! 2 
See, ſmall MAR1No joins the theme, 

Though leaſt, not laſt in thy eſteem; 


Strike] louder ſtrike! th' ennobling ſtrings 


To thoſe, whoſe merchant fons were kings; 
To him, who, deck'd with pearly pride, 
In apRIA weds his green-hair'd bride: 


E, 
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Hail port of glory, wealth, and pleaſure, 
Ne'er let me change this Lydian meaſure: 
Nor e'er his former pride relate, 

To fad LIGURIA's bleeding ſtate. 

Ah, no]! more pleas'd thy haunts I ſeek, 
(On wild HELVETIA's mountains bleak : 
Where, when the favour'd of thy choice, 
'The- daring archer heard thy voice; 
Forth from his eyrie rous'd in dread, 

The rav'ning eagle northward fled.) 

Or, dwell in willow'd meads more near, 
With thoſe to whom thy sToRK is dear: 
Thoſe whom the rod of ALVA bruis'd, 
Whoſe crown a Britiſh Queen refus'd!. 
The magic works, thou feel'ſt the ſtrains, 
One holler name alone remains: 

The perfect ſpell ſhall then avail, 1 
Hail! nymph, ador'd by BRITAIN, hail! 


Beyond the meaſure vaſt of thought, 
The works, the wizard time has wrought ! 
The 6AUL, tis held of antique ſtor ß,, 
Saw BRITAIN link'd to his now adverſe ſtrand, _. 
No ſea between, nor cliff ſublime and hoary, ' 
He paſs'd with unwet feet through all our land. 
To the blown BALTIc then, they ſay, 
The wild waves found another way, | 
Where orc as howls, his wolfiſh mountains rounding; 
Till all the banded weſt at once 'gan riſe, | 
A wide wild ſtorm ev'n nature's ſelf confounding, 
With'ring her giant ſons with ſtrange uncouth 
ſurpriſe; | ; 
This pillar'd earth, ſo firm and wide, 
By winds and inward labours torn, 
In thunders dread was puſh'd aſide, | 
And down the ſhould ring billows borne. . 
And ſee, like gems, her laughing train, | 
The little iſles on ev'ry ſide, 115 1 
Mon a, once hid from thoſe who ſearch the main, 
Where thouſand elfin ſhapes abide, 
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For thee conſenting heav'n has each beſtow'd, 
A fair attendant on her ſov'reign pride: 

To thee this bleſt divorce ſhe ow'd, 
For thou haſtmade her vales thy lov'd, thy laſt abode! 


Then too, *tis ſaid, an hoary pile, 

Midſt the green navel of our iſle, 

Thy ſhrine in ſome religious wood, 

O ſoul-enforcing goddels, ſtood ! 

There oft the painted native's feet 

Were wont thy form celeſtial meet: 

Though now with hopeleſs toil we trace. 

Time's backward rolls, to find its place; 

Whether the fiery-treſſed DANE,. 

Or RoMaAN's ſelf o'erturn'd the fane, 

Or in what heav'n left age it fell, 

Twere hard for modern ſong to tell. 

Yet ſtill, if truth thoſe beams infuſe, 

Which guide at once, and charm the muſe, 

Beyond yon braided cloud that lie, 

Paving the light embroider'd ſky : 

Amidit the bright pavilion'd plains, 

'The beauteous model ftill remains. 

There happier than in iſlands bleſt, 

Or bow'rs by ſpring or Hebe dreſt, 

The chiefs who fill our AL B1ov's ſtory, 

In warlike weeds, retir'd in glory, ; 

Here their conſorted DRvIDs ſing . 

Their triumphs to th* immortal ſtring. 
How may the poet now unfold, | 

What never tongue or numbers told ? 

How learn, delighted and amaz d, 

What hands unknown that fabric rais'd ? 

Ev'n now, before his favour'd eyes, 

In G6oTHic pride it ſeems to riſe ! 

Yet GRECIA'S graceful orders join, 


- Majeſtic, through the mix'd defign ; 


The ſecret builder knew to chooſe, 
Each ſphere found gem of richeſt hues: | 


e! 


TEMPLE OF APOLLO; 137 


Whate'er heav'n's purer mold contains, 

When nearer ſuns emblaze its veins; 

There on the walls the patriot's fight 

May ever hang with freſh delight, 

Fs grav'd with ſome prophetic rage, 

Read AL BIOx's fame through ev'ry age. 
Ye forms divine, ye laureate band, 

That near her inmoſt altar ftand ; 

Now ſoothe her, to her bliſsful train 

Blithe concoRD's focial form to gain: 

ConcoRD whoſe myrtle wand can fteep 

Ev'n ANGER's blood-ſhot eyes in ſleep: 

Before whoſe breathing boſom's balm, 

RAGE drops his ſteel, and ſtorms grow calm; 

Her let our fires and matrons hoar 

Welcome to BRITAIN'S ravag'd ſhore, 

Our youths, enamour'd of the fair, 

Play with the tangles of her hair, 

Till in one loud applauding ſound, 

The nations ſhout to-her around. 

0, how ſupremely art thou bleſt, 

Thou, lady, who ſhalt rule the weſt! 


: 


——— — 
THE KISS. 


HUMID ſeal of ſoft affections, 
Tend'reſt pledge of future bliſs, 
Deareſt tie of young connections, 
Love's firſt ſnow-drop, virgin K1ss ! 


Speaking filence, dumb confeſſion, 
Paſſion's birth, and infant's play, 

Dove-like fondneſs, chaſte conceſſion, 
Glowing dawn of brighter day 


Sorrowing joy, adieu's laſt action, 
When Nike rite lips no more muſt join; 
What words can ever ſpeak affection 
S0 thrilling and _—_ as thine? 
; : 3 , 
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THE COUNTRY APOTHECARY. 
BET ſoon a loud and haſty ſummons calls, 


Shakes the thin roof, and echoes round the walls: 


Anon a figure enters, quaintly neat, | 
All pride and bus' neſs, buſtle and conceit; 
With looks unalter'd by theſe ſcenes of woe, 


With ſpeed that, ent'ring, ſpeaks his haſte to go; 


He bids the gazing throng around him fly, 

And carries fate and phyſic in his eye; 

A potent quack, long vers'd in human ills, 

Who firſt inſults the victim whom he kills; 

Whoſe murd'rous hand a drowſy bench protect, 

And whoſe moſt tender mercy is—ne lect, | 
Paid by the pariſh for att ndance here, 

He wears contempt upon his ſapient ſneer ! 

In haſte he ſeeks the bed where mis'ry lies, 

Impatience mark'd in his averted eyes; 

And, ſome habitual queries hurried o'er, 

Without reply, he ruſhes on the door; 

His drooping patient, long inur'd to pain, 

And long, unheeded, knows remonſtrante vain; 


He ceaſes now the feeble help to crave 


Of man, and mutely haſtens to the grave. 
— — ? 
ALEXANDER'S FEAST. 


Twas at the royal feaſt, for PERSIA won, 
| B PHILIP's warlike ſon: 
Aloft in awful ſtate 
The godlike hero ſate 
On his imperial throne: | i 
His valiant peers were plac'd around; | 


Their brows with roſes and with myrtles bound: 


(So ſhould deſert in arms be crown'd.) 
The lovely THAIS, by his fide, 

Sate, like a blooming eaſtern bride, 

In flow'r of youth and beauty's pride. 


FOB. 
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Happy, happy, happy pair! 


None but the brave, 
None but the brave, 5 


None but the brave deſerve the fair 


TiMOTHEUS, plac'd on high 
Amid the tuneful quire, | 
With flying fingers touch'd the lyre: 
The trembling notes aſcend the Ry, 
And heav'nly joys inſpire. | 
The ſong began from JovEe; bh 
Who left his bliſsful ſeats above, 
(Such is the pow'r of . love.) 
A dragon's fiery form bely*d , e | 
Sublime on radiant ſpheres he rode, 
When he to fair oLYMPIa prefs'd: - 
And while he ſought her ſnowy breaſt: 
Then, round her ſlender waiſt he curl'd, | 
And ftamp'd wa og of himſelf, a ſov'reign of the 
world. 
The liſt'ning crowd admire the lofty ſound ; | * 
A preſent deity, they ſhout around: 1 
A preſent deity the vaulted roofs rebound : + = 
With raviſh'd ears = 
The monarch hears, = 
Aſſumes the god, 
Affects to ws, | 
And ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres. | 


The praiſe of 3; Accus then, the ſweet muſician ſung, 
Of B Accus ever fair, and ever young: 
The jolly god, in triumph comes; 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums ; 
Fluſh'd with a purple grace 
He ſhews his honeſt face: 
Now us the hautboys breath; becomes! he Tomes? 
Accus, ever fair and young, 
Drinking joys did firſt ordain: 
Baccavs' bleſſings are a treaſure, 
Drinking is the 80LDIER's pleaſure ; 
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— 


Rich the treaſure, | 
Sweet the pleaſure; _ 
Sweet is pleaſure after pain. 
Sooth'd with the ſound, the x1NG grew vain; 
1 e all his battles o er again; 


And thrice he routed all his foes; and thrice he 


flew the lain. 
The maſter ſaw the madneſs riſe ; 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes; 
And, while he heav'n and earth defy'd, 
Chang'd his hand, and check'd his pride. 
He choſe a mournful muſe, | 
Soft PITY to infuſe: 
He ſung DakI1vs great and good, f 
By too ſevere a fate, | 
Fall'n, fall'n, fall'n, fall'n, 
Fall'n, from his high eſtate, 
And welt'ring in his blood; 
Deſerted, at his utmoſt need, 
By thoſe his former bounty fed : 
On the bare earth expos Fo he lies, | 
With not a friend to cloſe his eyes. 
With downcaſt looks the joyleſs victor laws, 
Revolving in his alter'd ſoul 
'The various turns of chance below; 
And now and then a ſigh he ſtole ; 
And tears began to flow. 


The mighty maſter ſmil'd, to ſee 
That LovE was in the next degree: 
"Twas but a kindred ſound to move, 
For PITY melts the mind to LovE. 
Softly ſweet, in Lydian meaſures, + , 
Soon he ſooth'd his ſoul to pleaſures. 
Wa, he ſung, is toil and trouble; 
Honour but an empty bubble; 
Never ending, ſtill beginning, 
Fighting ſtill, and ſtill deſtroyi Ing : 
If the world be worth thy winning, 
Think ! O, think ! it worth enjoying + 
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Lovely THAIS fits beſide thee, 

Take the good the Gods provide thee. — 
The many rend the ſkies with loud applauſe ; 
So LOVE was crown'd, but Music won the cauſe. 

The PRINCE, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gaz'd on the fair | | 
he Who caus'd his care, 0 
And figh'd and look'd, figh'd and look'd, 
Sigh'd and look'd, and figh'd again: 
At length, with Love and wiNE at once oppreſs'd, 
The vanquiſh'd victor ſunk upon her brea 


Now ftrike the golden lyre again : 
A louder yet, and yet a louder ſtrain. 
Break his bands of fleep aſunder, | 
And rouſe him, like a rattling peal of thunder. 
Hark ! hark ! the horrid found 
Has rais'd up his head ; | 
As awak'd from the dead 
And amaz'd, he ſtares around.. 
Revenge, revenge, TIMOTHEVUS cries, 
See the FURIES ariſe: | 
See the ſnakes that they rear, 
How they hiſs in their hair - 25 
And the ſparkles that flaſh from their eyes 
Behold a ghaſtly band, ONS 
Each'a torch in his hand! | | 
Theſe are GRECIAN ghoſts, that in battle were ſlain, 
And unbury'd remain | 
Inglorious on the plain : 
_ Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew. 
Behold ! how they toſs their torches on high, 
How they point to the PERSIAN abodes, 
And glitt'ring temples of their hoſtile gods.— 
The princes applaud, with a furious joy; 
And the KING ſeiz'da flambeau, with zeal to deſtroy; 
THAis led the way, F | 
To light him to his prey, 8 | 
and, like another HELEN, fir d another TROY. 
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Thus, long ago, 
Ere heaving bellows learn'd to blow, 
While organs yet were mute; 
T1mMoTHEvs, to his breathing flute, 
And _— lyre, 7 
Could ſwell the ſoul to rage, or kindle ſoft deſire. 
At laſt divine CECILIA came, | 
_  Inventreſs of the vocal frame; 
The ſweet enthufiaſt, from her ſacred ſtore, 
Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to ſolemn ſounds, 


With nature's mother-wit, and arts unknown before. 


Let old TIMOTHEvs yield the prize, 
Or both divide the crown ; 5 
He rais'd a mortal to the ſkies ; > 
She drew an angel down. 


| DIANA. 
UEEN and huntreſs, chaſte and fair, 
Now the ſun is laid to ſleep ; BY 
Seated in thy ſilver car, f 
State in wonted manner keep. 
Heſperus entreats thy light, 
Goddeſs excellently bright. 


Earth, let not thy envious ſhade 


Dare itſelf to interpoſe ; 
Cynthia's ſhining orb was made 
Heav'n to clear, when day did cloſe; 
Bleſs us then with wiſhed fight, | „ 
Goddeſs excellently bright. 


Lay thy bow of pearl apart, . 
. thy chryſtal ſhining quiver ; 
Give unto the flying hart, 
Space to breathe, how ſhort ſoever : 
That thou mak'ſt a day of night, 
Goddeſs excellently bright— 


e. 


E. 
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T HOUGH time has not ſprinkled his froſt on 
my head, | WE 

Yet ſome of its bloſſoming honours are ſhed ; 

And I hope I remember, without being told, 

If we live long enough, that we all muſt grow old. 


So let me ſet down in a humour for muſing, 
Since nothing is eaſier than wiſhing and . 
And gravely conſider what life I'd commence, 
Should I reach to ſome fifteen or twenty years 
hence. | 


The young ones ſwarm'd out, and all likely to 
thrive, 16g | 1 
And ſomething ſtill left to maintain the old hive; 
d retire with my dame to a vill of my own, 
Where we'd neſtle together, like DARBY and JoaN. 


On the ſlope of a hillock be plac'd my retreat, 

With a wood at the back, and a ſtream at its feet; 

In front be a meadow, rich, verdant, and gay, 

n my horſe and a cow may find — and 

ay. | 

A garden, beſure, I muſt not be without, 

With walls or high hedges well fenc'd all about, 

All bluſhing with fruit, and all fragrant with flowers, 

With -dry gravel walks, and. with ſweet ſhady 

bowers. ab: 

For my houſe, if tis lightſome and roomy and 
warm, | | eo 

Fit to take in a friend, and to keep out a ſtorm, 

care not a ſtraw whether brick, itone, or plaſter ; 

And if tis old-faſhion'd, why ſo is the maſter. 


Of poultry and pigeons tis needleſs to ſpeak, 

How my _ they ſhall cackle, my ſucking-pigs 
ſqueak; 3 8 

this is eſſential to good country fare; 

\nd 'tis not my intention to live upon air. 
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So much for externals ;—and now to fe, 
A thing more important than dainties and pelf; 
For it fignifies little how clever the plan, 
If the ſource of enjoyment be not in the Man. 


Unambitious by nature, pacific and cool, 

I have not many turbulent paſſions to rule, 

And, when rightly matur'd by reflection and age, 
I may put on the ſemblance, at leaſt, of a ſage. 


But let me beware left I fink, in the cloſe, 

Too ſoon in the arms of lethargic repoſe, 

My heart void of feeling, of fancy my head; 
And to each warm emotion as cold as the dead. 


O ſweet s8ENSIBILITY ! ſoul of the ſaul! - 


Ill purchas'd the wiſdom that thee muſt controul: 


Of thy kindly ſpirit when once we're bereft, 


In life there 1s nothing worth living for left. 


Then let it be ever the chief of my art 


To foſter a generous glow in my heart; 
Give way to effuſions of friendſhip and love, 


And the palſy of age from my boſom remove. 


My boys and their ſpouſes, my girl and her mate, 
Shall come when they pleaſe, and ne'er knock at 


the gate; 
And at CHRISTMAS we'll revel in mirth and good 


cheer, ' 


Tho' we live poorer for it the reſt of the year. 
An old friend from the town ſhall ſometimes take 


«a 


a walk, 

And ſpend the day with me in ſociable talk; 

We'll 8 knotty matters, compare what we've 
read, ” . 


And, warm'd with a bottle, move gaily to bed. 


Yen ev'nings grow long, and we're gloomy at 
ome, 

To vary the ſcene, mongſt my neighbours I'll roam; 
See how the world paſſes, colle& all the news, 
And return with a load of new books and reviews. 


Ze, 


ul: 


With head reclin'd upon his breaſt, 
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In ſhort, tis the ſum of my wiſh and deſire, 
That cheerfulneſs ever my breaſt ſhould inſpire ; 
Let my purſe become light, and my liquor run dry, 
So my ſtock of good ſpirits hold out til I die. 


I have nothing to aſk in the finiſhing ſcene 
But a conſcience approving, a boſom ſerene, 
To riſe from life's banquet a ſatisfied gueſt, 


Thank the Lord of the feaſt, and in hope go to reſt. 
i : 8 ; 
THE HAPPY FIRE-SIDE. 
THE hearth was clean, and the fire clear, 
The kettle on for tea; 


'PALEMON, in his elbow chair, 
As bleſs'd as man could be. 


CLARINDA, Who his heart poſſeſs'd, 
And was his new-made bride, 


Sat toying by his fide. 

Stretch'd at his feet, in happy ſtate, 
A fav'rite dog was laid; 

By whom a little ſportive cat, 
In wanton humour, play'd. 


CLARIN PDA's hand he gently preſs'd, 
She ſtole an am'rous kiſs, | 

And bluſhing, modeſtly confeſs'd 
The falnef, of her bliſs. © - - 


PALEMON, with a heart elate, 
Pray' d to almighty Jove, 
That 1t might ever be his fate, 
Juſt fo to live, and love. 


Be this eternity, he cry'd, 
And let no more be giv'n; 
Continue thus, my lov'd FIRE-SIDE, 
I'll aſk no other heav'n. 


I - 


n 5 


1 TY 
. 
1 
* 
1 
4 
13 
f- #1 
ww” 
1 n 
ö IM 
» i 5 
5 
Eq 
| © / 
% 
5 
; 
TY 
i 4 
#; 
i 
"4:8 
"ow 
wa 
1 
1 
ge 4 
11 ** 
"nz 
vi 
1 W | 
ö 1 
, 4: 
» j 
At 
N "= 
* 
| 088 
U . 
f We 
oF}, 
; 
„ „. 
= 
wr 1. 
ure: 
* 
F * 
wall 
1 
. = 
| 
408 
N (4 
1 
: 4 
WM 
> * 
< 
: 2 
1 
WW 
. 
.% 
: $ 
7 
0 
"x * 
1 
: "40 
" 
N. q 
off 
14M 
4 
on 
Ky 
1 
2 
- 
7 
1 
. 
' * 
| 4 ? 
4 
1 
"> 
3 
"I 
4 
2 
Th” 
1 
1 \ 
1 
i d 8 
| 3 
, 
1 
1 7 
4 
* 
1 
i 1 
. > 
1 oo 
"> 
; N 
0 


Rr 


FE q T7! 
, A "+ Ia 
AA 
r - : ” 3 N * d 
. * 5 i 
RE w__ 
th, 3 PULSE 


146 TEMPLE OF APOLLO. 


T TRUTH. BM 
SAN ! will no white-rob'd ſon of light, 
Swift-darting from his heav'nly height, 
Here deign to take his hallow'd ftand ; 
Here wave his amber locks ; unfold 
His pinions cloth'd with downy gold 
Here, ſmiling, ſtretch his tutelary wand? 
And you, ye hoſt of ſaints, for ye have known 
Each dreary path in life's perplexing maze, 
Tho” now ye circle yon eternal throne 
With harpings high of inexpreſlive praiſe, 
Will not your train deſcend in radiant ſtate, 
To break with mercy's beam this gath'ring cloud 
of fate ? | 
*Tis filence all: No fon of light 
Darts ſwiftly from his height: 
No train of radiant ſaints deſcend. 
« Mortals, in vain ye hope to find, 
If guilt, if fraud has ſtain'd your mind, 
« Or ſaint to hear, or angel to defend.“ 
So TRUTH proclaims. I hear the ſacred ſound 
Burſt from the center of her burning throne: ' 
Where aye ſhe fits with ſtar-wreath'd luftre 
- crown'd, | 
A bright ſun claſps her adamantine zone. - 
So TRUTH proclaims : her awful voice I hear: 
With many a ſolemn paule it ſlowly meets my ear: 


« Attend, ye ſons of men; attend, and ſay, 
Does not enough of my refulgent ray 
«© Break thro' the veil of your mortality ? 
„Say! does not REASON in this form deſcry 
% Unnumber'd, nameleſs glories, that ſurpaſs 
„The angel's floating pomp, the ſeraph's glowing 
| r F 
« Shall then your earth-born daughters vie 
«© With me? Shall ſhe, whoſe brighteſt eye 


I 
? 


re 


3 
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« But emulates the di'mond's blaze, | :* 
«© Whoſe cheeks but mock the peach's bloom, .=- 
«© Whoſe breath the hyacinth's perfume, + , Wi 
Whoſe melting voice the warbling wood- 
| « lark's lays; 1 ; 
« Shall ſhe be deem'd my rival? Shall a form 
Of elemental droſs, of mould'ring clay, * 
„Vie with theſe charms empyreal ? the poor 
„ worm, | | 
Shall prove her conteſt vain. Life's little day 
„Shall paſs, and ſhe is gone: while J appear 
Fluſh'd with the bloom of youth, through heav'n's 
„ eternal year. | 


«© Know, mortals, know, ere firſt ye ſprung, ' © 
« Ere firſt theſe orbs in ether hung, 
I thone amid the heay'nly throng; 

«© Theſe eyes, beheld creation's day, 

% This voice, began the choral lay, 

And taught archangels, their triumphant ſong. 
„ Pleas'dI one bright nature's gradual birth, 
Saw infant light with kindling luſtre ſpread, 

«© Soft vernal fragrance clothe the flow'ring earth, 
And ocean heave on its extended bed ; Py 
„Saw the tall pine aſpiring pierce the ſky, 
The tdwny lion ſtalk, the rapid eagle fly. 

« Laſt, man aroſe, erect in youthful grace, 

„ Heav'n's hallow'd image ſtamp'd upon his face, 

© And, as he roſe, the high beheſt was giv'n,”” 
_ © 'That I alone, of all the hoſt of heav'n, 
Should reign protectreſs of the godlike youth :? 
Thus the Almighty ſpake: he ſpake, and call'd 
me TRUTH." 7 het 
— —  — —— 
THE MAIDEN's PETITION. 


TOO plain, dear youth, theſe tell-tale eyes, 
My heart your own declare; 

But for heav'n's ſake let it ſuffice 

You reign triumphant there. 
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. Forbear your utmoſt power to try, 


Nor further urge your ſway ; 
Prefs not for what I muſt deny, 
For fear I ſhould obey. 


Could all your arts ſucceſsful prove, 

Would you a maid undo, | 
Whoſe greateſt failing is her love, 
And that her love for you? 


iy) would you uſe that very pow'r 
ou from her fondneſs claim, 
To ruin in one fatal hour 

A life of ſpotleſs fame ? 


Reſolve not then to do an ill, 
Becauſe perhaps you may, 


But rather uſe your utmoſt ſkill 


o fave me, than betray. 


Be you yourſelf my virtue's guard : 
efend, and not purſue, 
Since tis a taſk for me too hard, 
To ſtrive with love and you. 


—— ꝛ— - - 


UNFADING BEAUTY. 


HE that loves a roſy cheek, 
Or coral lip admires, 
Or from ftar-like eyes doth ſeek 
Fuel to maintain his fires; 
As old time makes theſe decay, 
So his flames muft waſte away. 


But a ſmooth and ſtedfaſt mind, 
Gentle thoughts and calm defires, 
Hearts with equal love combin'd, 
Kindle never-dying fires : - 
Where theſe are not, I deſpiſe 
Lovely cheeks, or lips, or eyes. 


I 
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WINTER. - 


TIS done! dread wINTER ſpreads his lateſt 
glooms, 49 
And reigns tremendous o'er the conquer'd year. 
How dead the vegetable kingdom lies 
How dumb the tuneful ! Horror wide extends 
His deſolate domain. Behold, fond man ! 
See here thy pictur'd life ; yu ſome few years, 
Thy flow'ring sPRING, thy SUMMER's ardent 
ſtrength, ; | 
Thy ſober auTUMN fading into age, . 
And pale concluding WINTER comes at laſt, 
And ſhuts the ſcene. Ah! whither now are fled 
Thoſe dreams of GREATNESS ? thoſe unfolid hopes 
Of HAPPINESS ? thoſe longings after FAME ? 
Thoſe reſtleſs cares? thoſe buſy buſtling days? 
Thoſe gay-ſpent, feftive nights? thoſe veering 
thoughts, | | 
Loſt between good and ill, that ſhar'd thy life? 
All now are vaniſh'd! vIiRTUE ſole ſurvives, 
Immortal never-failing friend of man, 
His guide to HAPPINESS on high. And ſee! 
"Tis come, the glorious morn ! the ſecond birth 
Of heav'n and earth! awak'ning nature hears 
The new-creating word, and ſtarts to life, 
In ev'ry heighten'd form, from pain and death 
For ever free. The great eternal ſcheme, 
Involving all, and in a perfe# WHOLE 
Uniting, as the proſpect wider ſpreads, 
To — * eye retin'd clears up apace. 
Ye vainly wile ! ye blind preſumptuous ! now, 
Confounded in the duſt, adore that pow'r, 
And wiſdom, oft arraign'd : ſee now the cauſe, 
Why unaſſuming woRTH in ſecret liv'd, 
And dy'd, neglected : why the good man's ſhare 
In life was gall and bitterneſs of foul: - 
Why the lone widow and her orphans pin'd 
In ſtarving ſolitude ; while x XURY, 
$ OE ” 
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In palaces, lay ſtraining her low thought, 


Jo form unreal wants: why heav'n-born TRUTH, 


And MODERATION fair, wore the red marks 

Of sUPERSTITION's ſcourge : why licens'd PAIN, 
That cruel ſpoiler, that emboſom'd foe, 
Imbitter'd all our bliſs. Ye good diſtreſt! 

Ye noble few! who here unbending ſtand 
Beneath life's preſſure, yet bear up awhile, 

And what your bounded view, which only faw 

A little part, deem'd evil, is no more : 

The ftorms of wint'ry time will quickly paſs, 

And one unbounded $PRING encircle all. 


= 


—— {Oo 


HEALTH AND FREEDOM. 
A FRAGMENT. 


FAIR morn aſcends : ſoft zephyr's wing 
Ober hill and vale renews the ſpring : 
Where, ſown profuſely, herb and flow'r, 
Of balmy ſmell, of healing pow'r, 

'Their ſouls in fragrant dews exhale, ; 
And breathe freſh life in ev'ry gale. _ 
Here, ſpreads a green. expanſe of plains, 
Where, ſweetly penſive, ſilence reigns ; 
And then, at utmoſt ſtretch of eye, 

A mountain fades into the ſky : 

While winding round, diffus'd and deep, 
A river rolls with ſounding ſweep. 

Of human art no traces near, 

I ſeem alone with nature here 

Here are thy walks, O ſacred HEALTH! 

The monarch's bliſs, the beggar's wealth, 
The ſeaſoning of all good below! - 

The fov'reign friend in joy or woe 

O thou, moſt courted, moſt deſpis' d, 
And but in abſence duly priz'd : 

Pow'r of the ſoft and rofy face ! 

The vivid pulſe, the vermil grace, 


N, 
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The ſpirits, when they gayeſt ſhine, 
Youth, beauty, pleaſure, all are thine ! 
O ſun of life ! whoſe heav'nly ray 
Lights up and cheers our various day, 
The turbulence of hopes and fears, 
The ſtorm of fate, the cloud of years, 
Till nature, with thy parting light, 
Repoſes late in DEATH's calm night : 
Fled from the trophy'd roofs of 5 ä 
Abodes of ſplendid pain and hate; 


| Fled from the couch, where, in ſweet ſleep, 


Hot RIOT would his anguiſh fieep, 
But toſſes through the mala Sade: 
Of death, of life, alike afraid ; 

For ever fled to ſhady cell, 


Where TEMP*'RANCE, where the muſes dwell; 
Thou oft art ſeen, at early dawn, 


Slow-pacing o'er the breezy lawn : 
Or, on the brow of mountain high, 
In filence-feaſting ear and eye, 

With ſong and proſpect, which abound. 
From birds, and woods, and waters round. 
But when the $UN, with noon-tide ray, 

Flames forth intolerable day; 

While HEAT fits fervent on the plain, 

With THIRST and LAN GOR in his train: 

All nature ſick' ning in the blaze: 

Thou, in the wild and woody maze, 

That clouds the vale with umbrage deep, 

Impendent from the neighb'ring ſteep, 

Wilt find betimes a calm retreat, : 

Where breathing cooLNEss has her ſeat. 
There, plung'd amid the ſhadows brown, 

IMAGINATION lays him down 

Attentive, in his airy mood, 

To ev'ry murmur of the wood: 

The BEE in yonder flow'ry nook; 

The chidings of the headlong brook; 

The green- leaf ſniv'ring in the gale ; 

The warbling hill, the lowing vale z 
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The diſtant wooDMAN's echoing ſtroke ; 
The thunder of the falling oak. . 
From thought to thought in viſion led, 
He holds high converte with the dead; 
Sages, or poets. See they rife ! 

And ſhadowy ſkim before his eyes. 
Hark! oRPHEVUs ſtrikes the lyre again, 
That ſoftens ſavages to man: | 
Lo! $0CRATES, the ſent of heav'n, 


Jo whom its moral will was giv'n. 


Fathers and friends of human-kind, 

They form'd the nations, or refin'd; 
With all that mends the head and heart, 
Enlight'ning TRUTH, adorning ART. + 

While thus I'mus'd beneath the ſhade, 

At once the ſounding breeze was laid: 
And NATURE, by the unknown law, 
Shook deep with reverential awe. 

Dumb SILENCE grew upon the hour; 

A browner night involv'd the bow'r : 
When iſſuing from the inmoſt wood, 
Appear'd fair FREE DOMu's genius good. 
O, FREEDOM! ſov'reign boan of heav'n; 
Great charter, with our being giv'n ; 

For which the PATRIOT and the SAGE, 


Have plann'd, have bled, through ev'ry age 


High privilege of human-race, 
Beyond a mortal-monarch's grace: 
Who could not give, nor can reclaim, 
- What but from 60D immediate came ? 


— ü. — —ö 


SELIM; on, THE SHEPHERD's MORAL. 


Scene, a Valley near Bagdat,—Time, Morning. 


« YE rERSsIAN maids, attend your poet's lays, ' 
„ And hear how SHEPHERDs paſs their 


“ golden days, 


« Not all are bleſt whom fortune's hand ſuſtains 
“ With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the 


“ plains; 


TEMPLE OF APOLLO. 153 


« Well may your hearts believe the truths J tell! 
« 'Tis VIRTUE makes the bliſs, where'er we dwell.” 


Thus SELIM ſung, by ſacred TRUTH infpir'd ; 
Nor praiſe, but ſuch as TRUTH beſtow'd, deſir d: 
Wiſe in himſelf, his meaning ſongs convey'd, 
Informing morals to the SHEPHERD. MAID ; 

Or taught the ſwains that ſureſt bliſs to find, 
What groves nor ſtreams beftow—a vIRTUoOUs MIND. 


When ſweet and bluſhing, like a virgin bride, 
The radiant morn reſum'd her orient pride, 


When wanton pou along the vallies play, 


Breathe on each flow'r, and bear their ſweets away: 
By TIGRIS' wand'ring ways he fate, and ſung 
T 15 uſeful leſſon for the fair and young: 


« Ye PERSIAN dames, he ſaid, © to you belong, 


„Well may they pleaſe, the morals of my ſong : 


No fairer maids, I truſt, than you are found, 
« Grac'd with ſoft arts, the peopled world around ! 
„The morn that lights you, to your loves ſupplies 
Each gentler ray, delicious to your eyes: | 
« For you thoſe flow'rs her fragrant hands beſtow, 
« And yours the love that kings delight to know. 
« Yet think not theſe, all beaut'ous as they are, 
„The beſt kind bleſſings heav'n can grant the fair 
Who truſt alone in beauty's feeble ray, 
«« Boaſt but the worth BAassoRA's pearls diſplay ! 
Dravn from the deep, we own their ſurface bright, 
But, dark within, they drink no luſtrous light; 
Such are the maids, and ſuch the charms they boaſt; 
*« By ſenſe unaided, or to VIRTUE loft. | 
«« Self-flatt'ring ſex ! your hearts believe, in vain, 
„That Love ſhall blind, when once he fires the 
« ſwain; 6 


« Or, hope a lover by your faults to win, 


As ſpots in ermin beautify the ſkin : 
© Who ſeeks ſecure to rule, be firſt her care 
«© Each ſofter VIRTUE that adorns the fair; 
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«© Each tender paſſion man delights to find, 
The loy'd perfections of a female mind 
« Bleſt were the days, when wis pon held her 

© reign, | 

« And SHEPHERDS ſought her on the ſilent plain; 

„% With TRUTH ſhe wedded in the ſecret grove ; 

„Immortal TRUTH and daughters bleſs'd their 
love. | 


O haſte, fair maids! ye virtues come away 
Sweet PEACE and PLENTY lead you on your way 
The balmy ſhrub for you ſhall love our ſhore, 

« By IND excell'd, or ARABY, no more. 


« Loſt to our fields, for ſo the fates ordain, 
The dear deſerters ſhall return again. | 
Come thou, whoſe thoughts as limpid ſprings are 

7166 glear; 

To lead the train, ſweet Mop EST, appear: 
Here make thy court amidit our rural ſcene, 
«© And SHEPHERD-GIRLS ſhall own thee for their 

* queen. | 
% With thee be CHASTITY, of all afraid, 
« Diſtruſting all, a wiſe ſuſpicious maid, 
«© But MAN the moſt—not more the mountain Dot 
« Holds the ſwift FALCON for her deadly foe. 
Cold is her breaſt, like flow'rs that drink the dew, 
« A ſilken veil conceals her from the view; 
No wild defires amidſt thy train be known, 
« But FAITH, whoſe heart is fix'd on one alone: 
«© Deſponding MEEK NEss, with her down-caſt eyes, 
« And friendly PIT, full of tender ſighs ; 
„And Love the laſt: by theſe your hearts approve, 
Theſe are the VIRTUES that muſt lead to LovE.” 


Thus ſung the ſwain ; and ancient legends ſay, 
The maids of BAGDAT verified the lay: . 
Dear to the plains, the viIRTuEs came along; 

The sHEPHERDsS lov'd, and SELIM bleſs'd his ſong. 


1 


Ee 


TEMPLE OF APOLLO. 1 


AUTUMN. 
ALAS! with ſwiſt and ſilent pace, 
Impatient time rolls on the year; 
The ſeaſons change, and nature's face 
Now ſweetly ſmiles, now frowns ſevere. 


'Twas SPRING, 'twas SUMMER, all was gay, 
Now AUTUMN bends a cloudy brow; - 
The flow'rs of Spring are ſwept away, 
And Summer fruits deſert the bough. 


The verdant leaves that play'd on high, 
And wanton'd on the weſtern breeze, 
Now trod in duſt neglected lie, 
As BOREAS ſtrips the bending trees. 


The fields that wav'd with golden grain, 
As ruſſet heaths, are wild and bare; 
Not moiſt with dew, but drench'd in rain, 
Nor HEALTH, nor PLEASURE, wanders there. 


No more, while through the midnight-ſhade, 
Beneath the moon's pale orb I ſtray, 

Such pleaſing woes my heart invade, | + 
As PROGNE pours the melting lay. 


From this capricious clime ſhe ſoars, 
O! would fome god but wings ſupply ! 
To where each morn the $PRING reſtores, 
Companion of her flight I'd fly. 


Vain wiſh! me fate compels to bear 
The downward ſeaſons' iron reign; 

Compels to breathe polluted air, 
And ſhiver on a blaſted plain. 


What bliſs to life can Auruu yield, 

If glooms, and ſhow'rs, and ſtorms prevail ; 
And cEREs flies the naked field, 

And flow'rs, and fruits, and pH Bus fail? 
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Oh! what.remains, what lingers yet, 


To cheer me in the dark'ning hour? 
The grape remains! the friend of wir, 
In LovE and MIR TH of mighty pow'r. 


Haſte—preſs the cluſters, fill the bowl; 
APoLLo! ſhoot thy parting ray: 


This gives the ſunſhine of the ſoul, - 


This god of health, and verſe, and day. 


Still—ftill the jocund ftrain ſhall flow, 
The pulſe with vig'rous rapture beat; 

My STELLA with new charms ſhall glow, 
And ev'ry bliſs in wine ſhall meet. 

CREATION. 


THE ſpacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue ethereal ſky, 


And ſpangled heav'n's, a ſhining frame, 


Their great original proclaim. 

Th' unweary'd ſun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator's pow'r diſplay; 
And publiſhes, to ev'ry land, 

The work of an almighty hand. 


Soon as the ev'ning ſhades prevail, 

The moon takes up the wond'rous tale; 
And nightly, to the liſt'ning earth, 
Repeats the ſtory of her birth: | 
W hilft all the ſtars that round her burn, 
And all the planets, in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 


What though, in ſolemn filence, all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial ball ; 
What though, no real voice, nor ſound, 
Amidſt their radiant orbs be found, 

In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glorious voice; 

For ever ſinging as they ſhine, 

The hand that made us is divine. 
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 BENEVOLENCE. 


HAWKE! ſource of tranſport ever new ; 
Whilſt thy kind dictates I purſue, 
I taſte a joy ſincere; 
Too vaſt for little minds to know, 
Who on themſelves alone beſtow 
Their wiſhes and their care. 


Daughter of God! delight of man? 

From thee FELICITY began, 

Which ftill thy hand ſuſtains: 

By thee ſweet PEACE her empire ſpread, - 

Fair SCIENCE rais'd her laurel'd head, 
And p1scoRD gnaſh'd in chains. 


Far as the pointed ſun-beam flies, 

Through peopled earth and ſtarry ſkies, 
All nature owns thy nod: 

We ſee thy energy prevall 

Through being's ever-rifing ſcale, 

From nothing ev'n to God. 

ENV, that tortures her own heart, 
With plagues and ever-burning ſmart, 

Thy charms divine expel: 

Aghaſt ſhe ſhuts. her livid eyes, | 
And, wing'd with ten-fold tury, flies 

To native night and hell. 
By thee inſpir'd, the gen'rous breaſt, 
In bleſſing others only bleſt, 

With goodneſs large and free, 
Delights the w1Dow's tears to ſtay, 
To teach the blind their ſmootheſt way, 

And aid the feeble knee. © 6 
0 jon ! and o'er my boſom reign, 
Expand my heart, inflame each vein, 

Through ey'ry action ſhine; 
Each low, each ſelfiſh wiſh controul 
With all thy eſſence warm my ſoul, 
And make me wholly ; 
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Nor let fair VIRTUE's. mortal bane, 
The ſoul-contracEting thirſt of gain, 
My fainteſt wiſhes ſway; 
By her poſſeſs'd, ere hearts refine, 
In HELL's dark depth ſhall MERCY ſhine, 
And kindle endleſs day. 


If from thy ſacred paths I turn, 
Nor feel their grief, while others mourn, 
Nor with their pleaſures glow : 
Baniſh'd from God, from bliſs, and thee, 
My own tormentor let me be, 
And groan in hopeleſs woe. 


— — — * | 
A FATHER's ADVICE TO'HIS SON. 
——_——— thy thoughts no tongue, 


Nor any unproportion'd thought his act : 

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar : | 
The friends thou haſt, and their adoption try'd, 
Grapple them to thy ſoul with hooks of ſteel : 

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 

Of each new-hatch'd, unfledg'd comrade : Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel]; but, being in, 

Bear't, that th' oppoſer may beware of thee : 
Give ev'ry man thine ear; but few thy voice: 
Take each man's cenſure, but reſerve thy judgment: 
Coſtly thy habit as thy purſe can buy, 

But not expreſs'd in fancy; rich, not gaudy ; 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man: 
Neither a borrower nor a lender be : | 
For loan oft loſes both itſelf and friend;  * 

And borrowing dulls the edge of huſbandry : 
This, above all—to thine own ſelf be true; 

And it muſt follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canſt not then be falſe to any man. 
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THE RUSTIC COT. 


NoR is that cot, of which fond fancy dravs 


This caſual picture, alien from our theme. 


Revifit it at morn; its op'ning latch, +. 


Tho” penury and toil within reſide, 


Shall pour thee forth a "youthful progeny 


Glowing with health and beauty: (ſuch the dower 
Of equal heav'n) ſee how the ruddy tribe 


Throng round the threſhold, and, with vacant gaze : 


Salute thee, call the loiterers into uſe, 
And form of theſe thy fence, the living fence, 
That graces what it guards. Thou think'Bperedarjee, 
That, {kHI'd in nature's heraldry, thy art Te 
Has, in the limits of yon fragrant tuft, 
Marſhall'd each roſe, that to the eye of June 
Spreads its peculiar crimfon ; do not err, 

he lovelieit ſtill is wanting, the freſh roſe 
Of innocence, it bloſſoms on their cheek, 
And lo, to thee they bear it! ſtriving each, 
In panting race, who firſt ſhall reach the lawn, 
Proud to be call'd thy ſhepherds. Want, alas 
Has o'er their little limbs her liv'ry hung, 
In many a tatter'd fold, yet ſtill thoſe limbs | 
Are ſhapely; their rude locks ſtart from their brow ; 
Yet on that open brow, its deareſt throne, 
Sits ſweet SIMPLICITY. Ah, clothe the troop ! 
In ſuch a ruffet garb as beſt befits 
Their paſtoral N let the leathern ſcrip 
Swing at their fide, tip thou their crook with ſteel, 
And braid their hats with ruſhes, then to each 
Aſlign his ſtation; at the cloſe of eve, 
Be it their care to pen in hurdled cote | 
The flock, and when the matin prime returns, 
Their care to ſet them free; yet watching {till 
The liberty they lend, oft ſhalt thou hear 
Their whiſtle ſhrill, and oft their faithful dog 
Shall with obedient _— fright the flock 
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From wrong or robbery. The live-long day 
Meantime rolls lightly o'er their happy heads ; 


They baſk on ſunny hillocks, or diſport 

In ruſtic paſtime, while that lovelieſt grace, 
Which only lives in actions unreſtrain'd, 
To ev'ry ſimple geſture lends a charm. 


— ö ono a 
THE FAIRIES FAREWELL. 


FAREWELL REWARDS and FAIRIES ! 
Good houſewives now may lay ; 
For now foul ſluts in dairies 
Do fare as well as they : 


And though they ſweep their hearths no leſs | 


Than maids were wont to do, 
Yet who of late for cleanlineſs 
Finds $1x-PENCE in her ſhoe ? 


Lament, lament, old abbies, 

The fairies' loſt command! 
They did but change prieſts babies, 

But ſome have chang'd your land: 
And all your children ſtol'n from thence, 
Are now grown puritanes, 

Who live as changelings ever ſince, 

For love of your domains. 


At morning and at evening both 


You merry were and glad, 

So little care of ſleep and ſloth 
Theſe pretty ladies had. 

When Tom came home from labour, 
Or c1ss to milking roſe, _ 

Then merrily went their tabour, 
And-nimbly went their toes. 


Witneſs thoſe rings and roundelays 

Of theirs, which yet remain; 
Were footed in Queen MARIES days 
On many a graſſy plain. 
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But fince of late ELIZABETH, 

And later, JAMES came in; 
They never danc'd on any heath, 
As when the time had been. 


By which we note the FAIRIES | 
Were of the old profeſſion: 
Their ſongs were Ave-Maries, 
Their dances were proceſſion. 
But now, alas! they all are dead, 
Or gone beyond the ſeas, . 
Or farther for religion fled, 
Or elſe they take their caſe. 


A tell-tale in their company 
They never could endure ; 
And whoſo kept not fecretly 
Their mirth, was puniſh'd ſure : 
It was a juſt and Chriſtian deed 
To pinch ſuch black and blue: 
O, how the commonwealth doth need 
Such juſtices as you 


Now they have left our quarters; 
A regiſter they have, | 
Who can preſerve their charters ; 
A man both wiſe and grave. 
An hundred of their merry pranks - 
By one that I could name 
Are kept in ſtore ; can twenty thanks 
To WILLIAM for the ſame, if 


To WILLIAM CHURNE, of Staffordſhire, 
Give laud and praiſes due, 
Who ev'ry meal can mend your cheer 
With tales both old and new: _ 
To WILLIAM all give audience, 
And pray ye for his noddle ; 
For att the fairies evidence 
Were loſt, if it were addle. 
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- POLLIO.- 


THE peaceful ev'ning breathes her balmy ſtore, 
The playful ſchool-boys wanton o'er the 
green; 
Where Greading poplars ſhade the cottage door, 
The villagers in ruſtic joy convene. 


Amid the ſecret windings of the wood, 
With ſolemn MEDITATION let me ſtray: 
This is the hour, when to the wiſe and good, 
The heav'nly maid repays the toils of day. 


The river murmurs, and the breathing gale _ 
Whiſpers the gently-waving boughs among ; 

The ſtar of ev'ning glimmers o'er the dale, 

And leads the filent hoſt of heav'n along. 


How bright, emerging o'er yon broom-clad height, 
The filver empreſs of the night - - "wy ! 
Yon limpid pool reflects- a ſtream of light, 
And faintly in its breaft the woodland bears. 


The waters tumbling o'er their rocky bed, 
Solemn and conftant, from yon dell reſound; 

The lonely hearths blaze o'er the diſtant glade ; 

The bat, low-wheeling, ſkims the duſky ground. 


Ao. and hoary, o'er the ſtoping dale, 

he Gothic abbey rears its foul tur'd tow'rs; 
Dull through the roofs reſounds the whiſtling gale; 
Dark $0LITUDE among the pillars low'rs. 


Where yon old trees bend o'er a place of graves, 
And, ſolemn, thade a chapel's ſad remains; 
Where yon ſkaith'd poplar thro' the window waves, 

And, twining round, the hoary arch ſuftains : 


'There oft at dawn, as one forgot behind, 

Who longs to follow, yet unknowing where, 
Some hoary ſhepherd, o'er his ſtatf reclin d, 
Pores on the graves, and ſighs a broken pray'r. 


r. 


High o'er the pines, that with their dark ning ſhade 
Surround yon craggy bank, the caſtle rears 

Its crumbling turrets : ſtill its tow'ry head 
A warlike mien, a ſullen grandeur wears. 


So, midſt the ſnow of age, a boaſtful air 
Still on the war-worn vet'ran's brow attends ;_ 
Still his big bones, his. youthful prime declare, 
Though trembling,o'er the feeble crutch he bends. 


While round the gates the duſky wall-flow'rs creep, 
Rm oft the knights the beaut'ous dames have 
ed; | on 
Gone is the bow'r, the grot a ruin'd heap, 
Where bays and ivy o'er the fragments ſpread. 


Twas here our fires, exulting from the fight, 


Great in their bloody arms, march'd o'er the lea, 


Eying their reſcu'd fields with proud delight; 


Now loſt to them! and ah, how chang'd to me 


This bank, the river, and the fanning breeze, 
The dear idea of my POLLIo bring; 

So, ſhone the moon through theſe ſoft-nodding trees, 
When here we wander'd in the eves of ſpring. 


When April's ſmiles the flow'ry lawn adorn, 
And modeſt cowflips deck the ſtreamlet's fide: 
When fragrant orchards, to the roſeate morn 
Unfold their bloom, in heav'n's own colours dy'd 5 


So fair a bloſſom gentle poLL1o wore, 

Theſe were the emblems of his healthful mind; 
To him the letter'd- page difplay'd its lore, _ 
To him bright FAN cx all her wealth refign'd : 
Him, with her pureſt flames the muſe endow'd, - 

Flames never to th' illiberal thought ally'd; 
The facred ſiſters led where vikTvE glow'd 

In all her charms ; he ſaw, he felt, and dy'd. 
Oh, partner of my infant griefs and joys! 

Big with the ſcenes now paſt, my heart o'erflows, 
Bids each endearment, fair as once, to riſe, 

And dwells luxur'ous on her melting woes. 
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Oft with the riſing ſun, when life was new, 
Along the woodland have I roam'd with thee; 

Oft by the moon have bruſh'd the ev'ning dew, 
When all was fearleſs INyNoCENCE and glee. 


The ſainted- well, where yon bleak hill declines, 
Has oft been conſcious of thoſe happy hours ! 

But now the hill, the river crown'd with pines, 
And ſainted- well, have loſt their cheering pow'rs. 


For thou art gone. My guide, my friend! oh, where, 
Where haſt thou fled, and left me here behind: 
My tend'reſt wiſh, my heart to thee was bare, 
Oh, now cut off each paſſage to thy mind! 


How dreary is the gulph! how dark, how void, 


The trackleſs ſhores that never were repaſt! 
Dread ſeparation ! on the depth untry'd, 
Hope faulters, and the ſoul recoils aghaſt. 


Wide round the ſpac'ous heav'n's I caſt my eyes; 


And ſhall theſe ſtars glow with immortal fire! 
Still ſhine the lifeleſs glories of the ſkies! * 
And could thy bright, thy living ſoul expire? 
Far be the thought !—The pleaſures moſt ſublime, | 
The glow of friendſhip, and the virt'ous tear, 


The tow'ring wiſh, that ſcorns the bounds of time, | 
Chill'd in this vale of death, but languiſh here. 

So, plant the vine on NoRwWaY's wint'ry land, N 
The languid ſtranger feebly buds, and dies 

Yet there's a clime where vIRTUE ſhall expand 
With godlike ſtrength, beneath her native ſkies. 

The lonely ſhepherd on the mountain's fide, - ] 
With patience waits the roſy op'ning day ; a 

The mariner at midnight's darkſome tide, 1 


With cheerful hope expects the morning ray. 


Thus I, on life's ſtorm-beaten ocean toſt, 
In mental viſion view the happy ſhore, 


Where PoLLI1o beckons to the peaceful coaſt, 


Where fate and death divide the friends no more ! 


* 
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Oh! that Tome kind, ſome pitying kindred ſhade, 
Who, now perhaps, frequents this ſolemn grove, 
Would tell the awful ſecrets of the dead, 
And, from my eyes the mortal film remove! 


Vain is the wiſh —yet ſurely not in vain, 
Man's boſom glows with that celeſtial fire, 
Which ſcorns earth's luxuries, which ſmiles at pain, 
And wings his ſpirit with ſublime deſire. 


To fan this ſpark of heav'n, this ray divine, 
Still, oh, my ſoul! fill be thy dear employ ;. 
Still thus to wander through the ſhades be thine, 

And ſwell thy breaſt with vis'onary joy 


So, to the dark-brow'd wood, or ſacred mount, 
In ancient days, the holy ſeers retir'd; | 

And, led in viſion, drank at sILOE's fount, 
While rifing ecſtaſies their boſoms fir'd ; 


Reſtor'd creation bright before them roſe, 
The burning deſerts ſmil'd as EDEN's plains, 
One friendly ſhade the wolf and lambkin choſe, 
The flow'ry mountains ſung ““ MEssIAH 
REIGNS!” 7 


Though fainter raptures my cold breaft inſpire, 
Yet let me oft 5 this ſolemn ſcene, 
Oft to the abbey's ſhatter'd walls retire, 
What time the moon- ſhine dimly gleams between. 


There, where the Ross in hoary ruin nods, 
And weeping yews o'erſhade the letter'd ſtones, 
While midnight filence wraps theſe drear abodes, 
And ſoothes me wand'ring o'er my kindred bones: 


Let kindled fancy view the glorious morn, 
When from the burſting graves the juſt ſhall riſe, 

All natuye ſmiling, and, by angels borne, 
MEssSIAH's croſs far blazing o'er the ſkies! 
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THE BRAES OF YARROW. 


4 THY braes were bonny, Yarrow ſtream! 
When firſt on them I met my lov'r; 
oy peg how dreary, Yarrow ſtream ! 
«© When now thy waves his body cov'r! 
«© For ever now, O Yarrow ſtream ! | 
Thou art to me a ftream of ſorrow; 


„For never on thy banks ſhall I, 


« Behold my love, the flow'r of Yarrow. 


«© He promis'd me a milk-white ſteed, 
Jo bear me to his father's bow'rs; 
« He promis'd me a little page, 
„Jo '{quire me to his father's tow'rs; 
« He promis'd me a wedding-ring,— 
The wedding-day was fix'd to-morrow z — 
« Now he is wedded to his grave, 
« Alas! his wat'ry grave in Yarrow! 


Sweet were his words when laſt we met; 

« My paſſion I as freely told him! 

«© Claſp'd in his arms, I little thought  _ 
„That I ſhould never more behold him! 
Scarce was he gone, I ſaw his ghoſt ; 

« It vaniſh'd with a ſhriek of forrow ; 

« Thrice did the water-wraith aſcend, 
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4 And gave a doleful'groan through Yarrow. | 


«© His mother from the window look'd, 
„ With all the longing of a mother; 
His little ſiſter weeping walk'd 


6 


* 


„The green- wood path to meet her brother: 


They ſought him eaſt, they ſought him weſt, 
„They ſought him all the foreſt thorough ;, 
„ They only ſaw the cloud of night, 
„They only heard the roar of Yarrow.' 


No longer from thy window look, 
„Thou haſt no ſon, thou tender mother! 
% No longer walk, thou lovely maid ! 
% Alas, thou haſt no more a brother! 
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« No longer ſeek him eaſt or weſt, 
„And ſearch no more the foreſt thorough , 
« For, wand'ring in the night ſo dark, 
« He fell a lifeleſs.corſe in Yarrow. 


“The tear ſhall never leave my cheek, 
% No other youth thall be my marrow ; 
« F'll ſeek thy body in the ſtream, N 
« And then with thee I'll ſleep in Yarrow.”? 
The tear did never leave her cheek, 
No other youth became her marrow; 
She found his body in the ſtream, 
And now with him ſhe ſleeps in Yarrow. 
——ů—— ͤ— ——. ———— 
EVENING. 
EVENING now from purple wings 
Sheds the grateful gifts ſhe brings; | 
Brilliant drops bedeck the mead, | 
Cooling breezes ſhake the reed; 
Shake the reed, and curl the ſtream; 
Silver'd o'er with CYNTHIA's beam; 
Near the chequer'd, lonely grove, 
Hears, and keeps thy ſecrets, LovE. 
f STELLA, thither let us ſtray! 
Lightly o'er the dewy way. 
PH Bs drives his burning car, . 
Hence, my lovely STELLA, far 
In his ſtead, the queen of night | 
Round us pours a lambent light ; 
Light that ſeems but juſt to how | 
Breaſts that beat, and cheeks that glow ; 
Let us now, in whiſper'd joy, 
EvEeNnIiNG:s ſilent hours employ, 
Silence beſt, and conſcious ſhades, 
Pleaſe the hearts that Love invades : 
Other pleaſures give them pain, 
LovERs all but Love diſdain. 
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CONTENT. 


| O THOU, the nymph with placid eye! | 


O ſeldom found, yet ever nigh ; 
Receive my temp'rate vow; 
Not all the ſtorms that ſhake the pole 
Can e'er diſturb thy halcyon foul, 

And ſmooth, unalter'd brow. 


O come ! in ſimpleſt veſt array'd, 
With all thy ſober cheer diſplay'd, 
To bleſs my longing fight ; 


Thy mien compos'd, thy even pace, 


hp, 


Thy meek regard, thy matron grace 
And chaſte ſubdu'd delight. : 


No more my varying paſſions beat, 

O gentle guide my pilgrim feet 
To find thy hermit cell; 

Where in ſome pure and equal ſky, 


Beneath thy ſoft indulgent eye, 


The modeſt viRTuEs dwell. 


SIMPILCITY, in attic veſt, | 
And 1iNNOCENCE, with candid breaſt, . 
And clear undaunted eye ; 
And HoPE, who points to diſtant years, 
Fair op'ning through the vale of tears 
A viſta to the ſky, 


: 
f 


There HEALTH, through whoſe calm boſom glide 


The temp'rate joys in even tide, 

That rarely ebb or flow; FOO 
And PATIENCE there, thy ſiſter meek, 
Prefents her mild, unvarying cheek, 

To meet the offer'd blow, 5 


Her influence taught the Phrygian ſage, 

A tyrant maſter's wanton rage we. 
With ſettled ſmiles to meet: 

Inur'd to toil, and bitter bread, 

He bow'd his meek, ſubmitted head, 
And kiſs'd thy ſainted feet, 


In 
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But thou, Oh, nymph ! retir'd and coy; 
In what brown hamlet doſt thou joy 
To tell thy tender tale: 
The lowlieſt children on the ground; 
Moſs-roſe and violet - bloſſom round, 
And lily of the vale. 8 


O! ſay, what ſoft propitious hour 
beſt may chooſe to hail thy pow'r, 
And court thy gentle ſway ? 
When Autumn, friendly to the muſe, 
Shall thy own. modeſt tits diffuſe, 
And ſhed thy milder day. 


When eve, her dewy-ſtar beneath, 
Thy balmy ſpirit loves to breathe, 
And ev'ry ſtorm 1s laid ; 
If ſuch an hour was e'er thy choice, 
Oft let me hear thy ſoothing voice 
Low whiſpering e the ſhade. 
© ct r —— J 
FRIENDSHIP. 


FRIENDSHEP, peculiar boon of heav'n, 
The noble mind's delight and pride, 
To men and angels only giv'n, | 
To all the lower world deny'd. 


While Love, unknown among the bleſt, 
Parent of thouſand wild defires, 

The ſavage and the human breaſt 
Torments alike, with raging fires. 


With bright, but oft deſtructive gleam, 
Alike o'er all his lightnings fly, 

Thy lambent glories only beam 
Around the fav'rites of the ſky. 

Thy gentle flows of,guiltleſs joys 
Gn fools and villatns beer 8 end, 

In vain for thee the tyrant ſighs, 
And hugs a flatt'rer for a friend. 
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Directreſs of the brave and juſt, | 
O guide us through life's darkſome way ! 
And let the tortures of miſtruſt, 
On ſelfiſh boſoms only prey. 


Nor ſhall thine ardours ceaſe to glow, _ 
When ſouls to peaceful climes remove: 
What rais'd our VIRTVE here below, 
Shall aid our HAPPINESS above. 


© ee EF — 2 -- 


INNOCENCE. 


TWS when the ſlow declining ray 


Had ting'd the cloud with ev'ning gold; = 


No warbler pour'd the melting lay, 
No ſound diſturb'd the ſleeping fold; 


When by a murm'ring rill reclin'd, Sy 
Sat wrapt in thought a wand'ring ſwain ; 
Calm PEACE compos'd his muſing mind ; 
And thus he rais'd the flowing {train : 


« Hail, INNOCENCE ! celeſtial mad! 
« What joys thy bluſhing charms reveal! 


Sweet, as the arbour's cooling ſhade, 


% And milder than the vernal gale. 


« On thee attends a radiant quire, | 
„Soft ſmiling PEACE, and downy REST, 


« With Love, that prompts the warbling lyre, 
And HoPE, that ſoothes the throbbing breaſt. 


4 O, ſent from heav'n to haunt the grove, 


„ Where ſquint-ey'd ENVY ne'er can come! 


„Nor pines the cheek with luckleſs love, 
„Nor anguiſh chills the living bloom: 


« But ſpotleſs BEAUTY, rob'd in white, 
' « Sits on yon moſs- grown hill reclin'd, 

Serene as heav'n's unſully'd light, 

„And pure as DELIA's gentle mind: 


Lad 
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„Grant, heav'nly pow'r! thy peaceful ſway 
May ſtill my ruder thoughts controul; 
« Thy hand to point my dubious way, 
« Thy voice to ſoothe the melting ſoul! 


« Far, in the ſhady ſweet retreat, 

Let thought beguile the ling'ring hour; 
« Let quiet court the moſſy-ſeat, 

« And twining-olives form the bow'r. + 


«© Let dove-ey'd PEACE her wreath beſtow, 
And oft fit liſt'ning in the dale, 

« While night's ſweet warbler from the bough 
Tells to the grove her plaintive tale. 


Soft, as in DELIA's ſnowy breaſt, 

Let each conſenting paſſion move; 
Let angels watch its filent reſt, 
And all its bliſsful dreams be Love.” 


6 


* 


Lay 


0 


THE BLACK-BIRDS. 


THE ſun had cheer'd the mountain-ſnow, 
His beams had pierc'd the ſtubborn ſoil, 
The melting ſtreams began to flow, : 
And ploughmen — their annual toil. 
Twas then, amidſt the vocal throng, 
Whom nature wak'd to MIRTH, and LOVE, 
A BLAQK-BIRD rais'd his am'rous ſong, 
And thus it echo'd through the grove. 


«© O faireſt of the feather'd train 
«© For whom I fing, for whom 1 burn, 
<« Attend with pity to my ſtrain, 
And grant my love a kind return. 
For ſee, the wint'ry ſtorms are flown, 
And zephyrs gently fan the air; 
„Let us the genial influence own, 
Let us the vernal paſtime ſhare. 
| | 22 | 
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The RAVEN plumes his jetty wing, 

To pleaſe his croaking paramour, 

And LAREs reſponſive carols fing, 
foar : 


And tell their paſſion as they 


But does the RAVEN's ſable wing 

„Excel the gloſſy jet of mine? 

Or can the LARK more ſweetly ſing, 

« Than we, who ſtrength with ſoftneſs join? 


O, let me then thy ſteps attend 

„ I'll point new treaſures to thy fight : 
Whether the grove thy with befriend, 

„ Or hedge-rows green, or meadows bright. 


I'll guide thee to the cleareſt rill, 

«© Whoſe ſtreams among the pebbles ſtray ; 
There will we fip, and fo our fill, | 
« Or on the flow'ry margin play. 

I'll lead thee to the richeſt brake, 

«© Imperv'ous to the ſchool-boy's eye; 

For thes the plaſter'd neſt I'll make, 

« And to thy downy-boſom fly. + 


When, prompted by a mother's care, / 


„Thy warmth ſhall form th' impriſon'd young, 
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The pleaſing taſk I'll gladly ſhare, 
« Or cheer thy labours with a ſong. 


FI bring thee food, I'll range the fields, 
“And cull the beſt of ev'ry kind, 
Whatever nature's bounty yields, 

« And love's aſſid'ous care can find. 


And when my lovely mate would ſtray, 

Jo taſte the ſummer ſweets at large, 

I'll wait at home the live-long day, BER 
And fondly tend our little charge. 


Then 3 with me the ſweets of love, 
With me divide the cares of life, 
No buſh ſhall boaſt in all the grove, 


A mate ſo fond, ſo bleſt a wife.“ 


TEMPLE OF APOLLO. 173 


He ceas d his ſong— the plumy dame 
Heard with delight the love-ſick ſtrain, 
Nor long conceal'd a mutual flame, 
Nor long repreſs'd his am'rous pain. 


He led her to the nuptial bow'r, | 
And perch'd with triumph by her fide; 
What gilded roof could boaſt that hour 
A fonder mate, or happier bride ? 


Next morn he wak'd her with a ſong; 

« Behold,” he faid, the new-born day, 
„The LARK, his matin-peal has rung, 

«« Ariſe, my love, and come away!“ 


Together through the fields they ſtray'd, 
And to the murm'ring riv'let's fide, | 
Renew'd their vows, and hopp'd, and play'd, 
With artleſs joy, and decent pride. 


When O! with grief my muſe relates 
What dire misfortune clos'd the tale, - 
Sent by an order from the fates, 
A gunner met them in the vale. 


Alarm'd, the lover cry'd, “ my dear, 
, « Haſte! haſte! away! from danger fly 
Here, gunner, point thy thunder Hg 
«© O! ſpare my love, and let me die! 


At him the gunner took his aim, 
Too ſure the volley'd thunder flew! 
O, had he choſe ſome other game 
Or fhot——as he was wont to do! 


Divided pair! forgive the wrong, | 
While I with tears your fate rehearſe, 

I'll join the widow's plaintive ſong, 

And fave the lover in my verſe. 
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THE MATRON's EPITAPH. 


O. where this filent marble weeps, 
A friend, a wife, a mother, ſleeps; 

An heart, within whoſe ſacred cell 

The peaceful vi Rruk's lov'd to dwell. 

AFFECTION warm, and FAITH ſincere, 

And ſoft HUMANITY, were there. 

In agony, in death, reſign'd, 

She telt the wound ſhe left behind. 

Her infant image, here below, 

vits ſmiling on a father's woe : 

Whom what awaits, while yet he ſtrays 

Along the lonely vale of days? 

A pang, to ſecret ſorrow dear; 

A ſigh! an unavailing tear; 

Till time ſhall ev'ry grief remove, 

With life, with mem'ry, and with love. 


—  — — 
FIDELE's TOMB. 


O fair FIDELE's graſſy tomb, LEE OS, 
\* Soft maids and village hinds ſhall bring 


Each op'ning ſweet, of earlieſt bloom, 


To rifle all the breathing ſpring. 


No wailing 6#0sT ſhall dare appear 
Jo vex with ſhrieks this quiet grove, 


But ſhepherd lads aſſemble here, 


And melting virgins own their love. 


No wither'd wiTCH ſhall here be ſeen, 


No. 6oBLINs lead their nightly crew; 
The female FaYs ſhall haunt the green, 
And dreſs thy grave with pearly dew: 


The red- breaſt, oft at ev'ning hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, f 
With hoary moſs, and gather'd flow'rs, 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 
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When howling winds, and beating rain, 
In tempeſts ſhake thy ſylvan cell; 

Or 'midſt the chaſe on ev'ry plain, 

The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell. 


Each lonely ſcene ſhall thee reſtore, * 
For thee the tear be duly ſhed; 

Belov'd till life can charm no more; 
And mourn'd, till pity's ſelf be dead. 


1 THE HAPPY LIFE. 
OW happy is he born or taught, 
H That eveth not ee e 


Whoſe armour is his honeſt thought; _ 
And fimple-TRUTH his higheſt ſkill. 


Whoſe paſſions not his maſter's are; 
Whole ſoul is ſill prepar'd for death; 
Not ty'd unto the world with care 
Of princes? ear, or vulgar breath. 


Who hath his life from humours freed, 
Whoſe coNsCIENCE is his ſtrong retreat, 

Whoſe ſtate can neither flatt'rers' feed, 
Nor ruin make oppreſſors' great: 


WMho envies none whom chance doth raiſe, 


Or vice; who never underſtood 


How n wounds are giv'n with praiſe; 


Nor rules of ſtate, but rules of 600D : 


Who God doth late and early pray, 
More of his grace than gifts. to lend, 
And entertains the harmleſs da 
With a well-choſen book or friend! 


This man is freed from ſervile bands 
Of hope to riſe, or fear to fall, 

Lord of himſelf, though not of lands; 
And having nothing, yet hath all. 


Cloſe by the fount of this 
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THE CUCKOO. _ 
HATE beaut'ous ſtranger of the grove 7: 
Thou meſſenger of ſpring ! | 
Now heav'n repairs thy rural ſeat, 
And woods thy welcome ſing. 


What time the daiſy decks the green, 
'Thy certain voice we hear ; 
Haſt thou a ſtar to guide thy path, 
Or mark the rolling year ? 


Delightful viſitant ! with thee 
I hail the time of flow'rs, 


And hear the found of muſic ſweet 


From birds among the bow'rs. 


The ſchool-boy, wand'ring through the wood 


To pull the primroſe gay, | 
Starts, the new voice of ſpring to hear, 
And imitates thy lay. : 
What time the pea puts on the bloom, 
Thou fly'ſt thy vocal vale, 
An annual gueſt in other lands, 
Another . to hail. 


Sweet bird] thy bow'r is ever green, 
Thy ſky is ever clear; 


Thou haft no ſorrow in thy ſong, 


No WINTER in thy year! 
O could I fly, I'd fly with thee 
- We'd make, with joyful wing, 
Our annual viſit o'er the globe, 
Companions of the'sPRING, 


* 


—  — — 
3 THE RURAL DIALOGUE. 7 
6 Y pretty maids, ſo blithe and gay, 
Mii F 
. 5 
e We come, ſir, from the W hill, 
ear rill. 


crook and ſcrip, whence come you, 
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«There, in a little tuft of green, 

Our father's ſtraw-roof'd cot is ſeen, 
Beneath that dear, tho' narrow, ſhed, + - 
We, ſiſters all, were born and bred. 
Our bus'neſs is to tend our flocks, 

In yonder vale o'erhung with rocks; 
When fed, we drive them home at eve; 
© So now, kind fir! we take our leave.” 


« O what muſt be the favour'd place, 


« 'That yields ſuch charms and native grace, 


« As ruſtic weeds no more can ſhrowd 
„Than noon-day's ſun, an envious cloud 
« Love's genuine progeny you feem, 

« From each fair face ſuch pleaſures beam. 
« Well might it grieve your beauties rare 
To waſte themſelves on deſert air, 

„ When courts and cities would delight 

« To give them to the public fight 

« But tell me, do you foel content, 

« Within theſe lonely regions pent ?*? 


More true content within us dwells, 
While roving in the flow'ry dells, - 
Than fills the breaſts of ladies great, 
While dancing in the rooms of ſtate. 
No wealth we want, or fine array; 
Flow'rs are enough to make us gay.” 
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THE BITER BIT. 


A Certain PRIEST had hoarded up, 
A ſecret maſs of G6oLD; | 
But where he might beſtow it ſafe, 
By fancy was not told. 
At laſt, it came into his head, 
To lock it in a cheſt, | 
Within the chancel, and he wrote 
Thereon, Hic Deus t. 
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| Murm'ring bliſſes: 


| ; All the joys he drain'd before: 
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A merry grigg, whoſe greedy mind, 
Lon — d for — a Soon 
Reſpected not the ſacred words, 
That on the caſket lay. 5 
Took out the 60LD, and blotted out 
The PRIEST's inſcript thereon, 
Wrote, Refurrexit, non eft hi, 
; «© Your god is roſe and gone.” 


; —— — 0 
THE TEARS OF AMYNTA. . 

| ON a bank, beſide a willow, 
Heav'n her cov' ring, earth her pillow, 

Sad AMYNTA ſigh'd alone: | | | 
From the cheerleſs dawn of morning > 


Till the dews of night returning, 
Sighing thus ſhe made her moan : 
Hope is baniſh' d, 
ö Joys are vaniſh'd, 
Damon, my belov'd, is gone! 
Time I dare thee to diſcover 
Such a youth, and ſuch a lover; 
| Oh! ſo true, ſo kind was he! 
| Damon was the pride of nature, 
| Charming in his ev'ry feature; 
Damon liv'd alone for ine; bs 
Melting kiſſes, | 


Who ſo liv'd and lov'd as we! 


Never ſhall we curſe the morning, 
Never bleſs the night returning, 
Sweet embraces to reſtore: 
Never ſhall we both lie dying, 
Nature failing, love ſupplying 


r 
0 


Death, come end me, 
ö To befriend me; | 
| Love and DAMON are no more 
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CUPID RELIEVED. 
AS once young CUPID went aſtray,” 
The little gad I found; ;.-. ! 11 20D 
took his bow and ſhafts awayyx. 
And faſt his pinions bound. eg 
At cHLoE's feet my ſpoils I caſt, - 
My conqueſt proud to new; 


She ſaw his godſhip fetter'd faſt, 
And fois to ſee him ſo. 


But ah! that ſmile ſuch freſh ſupplies 
Of arms refiſtleſs gave! 
I'm forc'd again to yield the prize, 
And fall again his ſlave. 


as * 


cup AND HIS Tron 


QLUMB'RING beneath the ſhade I lay, 
Oppreſt by Sol's meridian ray, 

When to my eyes, in viſion bel: 1 t 

Appear'd the queen of ſoft rg he | „ 

Young CUPID in her hand ſhe led, 3 

Who baſhful hung his little head: ' _ 

Here, gentle ſwain!“ the goddeſs cry'd, 

« My boy's maturer ſtudies guide | 

Teach him to ſtrike the ſounding lyre, ' © © 

And love of ſacred bards inſpire.” ' © © 

She ſaid :—-with awe I took the child, 

And, by his modeſt looks beguiPd, 

Began to read with aſpect ſage, | 

My lecture on great HOMER's page, 

Explain'd the THEBAN's devious line, 

And dwelt on MAaRo's verſe divine. 

The giddy boy with flight regard | 5 | 

Run o'er each grave majeſtic bard, ; +|f 

And ſaid he would my pains repay g 1 

By teaching me „is fav'rite lay. xp. | {hi 

Then careleſs ſung of loves and ſmiles, | 

His-wanton pranks, his mother's wiles, 
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Of mortal and immortal flames, 
And all the liſt of ſportive dames. 
T bade him ceaſe his idle prate : 
Yet liſt' ning ſtill, I found, too late, 
Fd "= forgot the TUToR's part, 
But had his nonſenſe all by heart. 
— ͤ— 
SEPARATION. 


SWEET beaut'ous fair, tho' from thee torn, 


Do thou inſpire my = | 
Depriv'd of thee, loft and forlorn, 
I loſe the peaceful day. 


Forget'ſt thou when we wander'd ober, 
The ſea-beat rocky, ſeedy, ſhore,  * 
Or rang'd the woodland wilds along, 


How oft on. MINEBEAD's mountain's high, 


We've met the morning's purple eye 
Cheer'd hy the — 2 ſong ? g 


From theſe delights by fortune led, 
To buſy life and fea confin'd: 


At once each golden pleaſure fled, 


And HAPPINESS was left behind. 
Yet cou'd theſe eyes once more ſurvey, 


ſh'd brow, thy piercing eye, 


"I'D won form, like blooming May, 
poli 


hy 


; Where all the charms of earth do dwell, 


In village cot, or homely cell, | 
Sweet maid ! with thee I'd live and die. 
Ah! where is now each image gay, 
The hand which fairy-fancy wove, 
Of painted ſpring's elyſian day, | 
hen mutual Aa" we'd prove? 


. Ceaſe, cruel mem'ry ! recal no more 


Thoſe ſcenes which loft, I now deplore ; ; | 
Thou only mak'ſt a wretch to know, 
While from his charming $SaLLY's fide; 


- Eternal grief and pain betide, 


A heart replete with care and woe. 
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HAPPINESS: 


THE midnight moon ſerenely ſmiles 
O'er nature's ſoft repoſe; 3 
No low'ring cloud obſcures the ſky, 
No ruffling tempeſt blows. 


Nov ev'ry paſſion ſinks to reſt, 
The throbbing heart hes ſtill; 
And varying ſchemes of life no more. 
Diſtract the lab'ring will. 


In filence huſh'd, to REASON's voice 
Attends each mental pow'r: 

Come, dear EMILIA, and enjoy 
Reflection's fav'rite hour. 


Come ! while the peaceful ſcene invites, 
Let's ſearch this ample round, 

Where ſhall the lovely fleeting form 
Of HAPPINESS be found ? 


Does it amidſt the frolic mirth 
Of gay aſſemblies dwell ? | 
Or, hide beneath the ſolemn gloom, 
That ſhades the hermit's cell. 


How oft the laughing brow of Jo 
A fick'ning heart conceals! 

And through the cloiſter's deep receſs, 
Invading $0K Row ſteals. 


In vain through beauty, fortune, wit, 
The fugitive we trace ; 

It dwells. not in the faithleſs ſmile, 
That brightens CLoD1o's face. 


Perhaps the joy to theſe deny'd, 
The heart in FRIENDSHTP finds; 

Ah! dear deluſion, gay conceit, 

Of vis'onary minds 
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Howe'er our varying notions rove, 
Yet all agree in one, | 

To place its being in ſome ſtate / 
At diſtance from our own. _ 

O blind to each indulgent aim, 
Of pow'r ſupremely wile; 

Who fancy HAPPINESS in ought 
The hand of heav'n denies! 


Vain is alike the joy we ſeek, 
And vain what we poſſeſs, 

Unleſs harmonious REASON tunes 
The paſhons into peace. 


To temper'd wiſhes, juſt deſires, 
Is HAPPINESs confin'd; 

And, deaf to FOLLY's call, attends 
The muſic of the mind. 


THE DRUM. 


I HATE that pruUm's diſcordant ſound, _ 
Parading round, and round, and round : 
To thoughtleſs youth it pleaſure yields, 

And lures from cities and from fields, 

To ſell their liberty for charms 

Of tawdry lace, and glitt'ring arms; 

And when aMBITION's voice commands, 
To march, and fight, and fall, in foreign lands. 


I hate that pxum's diſcordant ſound, 
Parading round, and round, and round: 
To me it talks of ravag'd plains, 

And burning towns, and ruin'd ſwains, 

And mangled limbs, and dying groans, 
And wipows' tears, and ORPHANS” moans; 
And all that mis'ry's hand beſtows, 

To fill the catalogue of human woes. 
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| ODE TO MORNING. 
HII to thy living light, "i 
| Ambroſial MoRN !' all hail thy roſeate ray! 
That bids gay nature all her charms diſplay 
In varied beauty bright ! 
That bids each dewy-ſpangled flow'ret riſe, 
And dart around its vermeil eyes; | 
Bids filver luſtre grace yon' ſparkling tide, 
That winding warbles down the mountain's fide. 
Away, ye goblins all! h 
Wont the bewilder'd traveller to daunt; _ 
Whoſe vagrant feet have trac'd your ſecret haun 
Beſide ſome lonely wall, 
Or ſhatter'd ruin of a moſs-grown tow'r, 
Where, at pale midnight's ſtilleſt hour, 
Through each rough chink the ſolemn orb of night 
Pours momentary gleams of trembling light. 
Away, ye elves, away | 
Shrink at ambroſial morning's living ray: 
That living ray, whoſe pow'r benign 
— Unfolds the ſcene of glory to our eye, 
Where, thron'd in artleſs majeſty, 
The cherub beauty fits on nature's ruſtic ſhrine. 


JOHN AND JOAN. 
NO late had Joan and Joan to hoard, 
Plain folk, in humble plight; 
One only tankard crown'd their board, 
And that was fill'd each night. 


Along whoſe inner bottom ſketch'd, 
In pride of chubby grace, 

Some rude engraver's hand had etch'd 
A baby angels face. | 


Jonn ſwallow'd firſt a mod'rate ſup; 
But JOAN was not like johN; 
For when her lips once touch'd the cup, 
She ſwill'd till all was 2 2 
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Jog often urg'd. her to drink fair, 
But ſhe ne'er chang'd a jot; 

She lov'd to ſee the angel there, 
And therefore drain'd the pot. 


When Jjonn found all remonſtrance vain, 
Another card he play'd, | 

And, where the angel ftood ſo plain, 
He got a dew} pourtrayed. 


Joan ſaw the horns, JoAN ſaw the tail, 
Let JoAN as ftoutly quaff d | 
And ever, when ſhe leis 'd her ale, 

She clear'd it at a draught. 


Joun ſtar'd, with wonder petrify'd, -— 
His hairs roſe on bis pate; 


And « why doſt guzzle now'' he cry'd, 


« At this enormous rate? 


10 JOHN !” ſaid ſhe, am I to blame? 
I can't in conſcience ftop : 
For fure twould be a burning ſhame 
Jo leave the dev!] a drop! | 
n p 


Co 


Fee 
EPITAPH ON MISS CAMPBELL. 


O PENSIVE paſſenger! do not refuſe 
To pauſe awhile, and weep upon this tomb, 


For here the cold remains of CAMPBELL lie, 


This narrow ſpot, the vernal maiden's doom. 


Yes ! ſhe was gentle as the twilight breeze, 
Which o'er the fainting violet's boſom blows ; 

Patient ſhe bow'd beneath the ftroke of death, 
In faded ſemblance of the filver roſQ 


And oft low bending o'er this hallow'd tomb, 


Shall the pure angel INNOCENCE appear; 
And FRIENDSHIP, like an hermit, ſhall be found 
To bathe the circling ſod with many a tear. 
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THE THREE SISTERS. 


FRE SATURN's ſons were yet diſgrac'd, 
D And heathen gods were all the taſte, 
Full oft (we read) 'twas JovE's high will 
To take an air on IDA's hill. | 
It chanc'd, as once with ſerious ken 
He view'd from thence the ways of men, - 
He ſaw (ng pity touch'd his breaſt) 
The world by three foul fiends poſſeſt: 
Pale pIsCoRD there, and FOLLY vain, 
With haggard vice, upheld their reign. 
Then forth he ſent his ſummons high, 
And call'd a ſenate of the ſky. f 
Round as the winged orders preſt, 
Jove thus his ſacred mind expreſt: 
„Say! which of all this ſhining train 
„Will viRTUE's conflict hard fuſtain ? 
For ſee! ſhe drooping takes her flight, 
While not a god ſupports her right.” 
He paus'd—when from amidſt the iky, 
WIT, INNOCENCE, and HARMONY, 
With one united zeal aroſe, 
The tripple tyrants to oppoſe. 
That inſtant. from the realms of day, 
With gen'rous ſpeed, they took their way; 
To BRITAIN'S ile direct their car, 
And enter'd with the ev'ning ſtar. 

Beſide the road a manſion ſtood, 
Defended by a circling wood: 
Hither, diſguis'd, their ſteps they bend, 
In hopes, perchance, to find a friend : 
Nor vain their hope, for records ſay, 
WorTH ne'er from thence was turn'd away. 
They urge the trav'ller's common chance, 
And ev'ry pit'ous plea advance: 
The artful tale that wir had feign'd, 
Admittance, eaſy, * | x 
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The dame, who own'd, adorn'd the place; 
Three blooming daughters added grace. 
The firſt, with gentleſt manners bleſt 
And temper ſweet, each heart poſſeſt; 
Who view'd her, catch'd the tender flame: 
And ſoft amasra was her name. 
In ſprightly.ſenſe and poliſh'd air, 
What 294 with MIRA might compare; 
While LucrA's eyes, and LUCTA's Tyre, 
Did unreſiſted love inſpire. 

Imagine now the table clear, 
And mirth in ev'ry face appear : 
The ſong, the tale, the jeſt went round, 
'The riddle dark, the trick profound, 
Thus each admiring and admir'd, © 
'The hoſt and gueſts at length retir'd ; 
When wir thus ſpake her ſiſter train: 
« Faith, friends, our errand is but vain—. 
«© Quick let us meaſure back the ſky; 
«© "Theſe nymphs alone may well ſupply 
„% WIr, INNOCENCE, and HARMONY.” 


4 g 
SY THE SWEET NEGLECT. 
* 4 STILL. to be neat, ſtill to be dreſt, 


ET 


As you were going to a feaſt; 
Still to be powder'd, ſtill perfum'd ; 
Lady, it is to be 8 5 
Tho' art's hid cauſes are not found, 
All is not ſweet, all is not ſound. 


Give me a look, give me a face, & 
That makes 8IMPLICITY a grace; 

Robes looſely flowing, hair as free; 

Such SWEET NEGLECT more taketh me 
Than all th' adulteries of art 

That ſtrike mine eye, but not mine heart. 
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THE HERMIT AN HIS 10G.” 


IN life's fair morn, I knew an aged ſeer, 
Who ſad and lonely paſs'd his joyleſs year; 
Betray'd, heart- broken, from the world he ran, 
And ſhunn'd, oh, dire extreme! the face of man; 
Humbly he rear'd his hut within the wood, | 
Hermit his veſt, an hermit's was his food. 
Nitch'd in ſome corner of the gelid cave £ 
Where chilling drops the rugged rock-ſtone lave; 
Hour after hour, the melancholy ſage, | 
Drop after drop, to reckon, would engage | 
The ling'ring day, and trickling as they ſell, 
A tear went with them to the narrow well 
Then thus he moraliz d, as flow it paſs'd, 
This brings me nearer LUCIA than the laſt; 
«© And this, now ſtreaming from the eye, ſaid he, 
«© Oh, my lov'd child! will bring me nearer thee.” 
When firſt he roam'd, his bos with anxious care, 
His wand'rings watch'd, as emulous to ſhare ; 
In vain the faithful brute was bid to go, 
In vain the ſorrower ſought a lonely woe. 
The HERMIT paus'd, th' attendant pod was near, 
Slept at his feet, and caught the falling tear ; 
Up roſe the HERMIT, up the bos would rife, 
And ev'ry way to win a maſter tries.— | 
„Then be it fo. Come, faithful fool, he ſaid; 
One pat encourag'd, and they ſought the ſhade ; 
An unfrequented thicket ſoon they found, 
And both repos'd upon the leafy ground; 
Mellifluous murm'rings told the fountains nigh, 
Fountains, which nol ilgrim's drink ſupply : 
And thence, by many a labyrinth led, 
Where ev'ry tree beſtow'd an ev'ning bed. 
Skill'd in the chace the faithful creature brought 
Whate'er at morn or moon-light courſe he caught; 
But the ſage lent his ſympathy to all, 
Nor ſaw unwept his dumb atboigten fall, 
3 | 
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He was, in ſooth, the gentleſt of his kind, 
And, though an HERMIT, had a focial mind: 
And why,” ſaid he, muſt man ſubſiſt by prey? 
Why, ſtop yon melting muſic on the ſpray ? ?- 
«© Why, when aſſail'd by hounds and hunters” cry, 
« Muſt half the harmleſs race in terrors die? | 
«© Why muſt we work of innocence the woe? 
Still ſhall this boſom throb, theſe eyes o'erflow: 
% An heart too tender here, from man, retires, 
An heart that aches, if but a wren expires.” 
Thus liv'd the maſter good, the ſervant true, 

Till to its God the maſter's ſpirit flew; 

Beſide a fount, which daily water gave, 44 
Stooping to drink, the KERMIT found a grave; 
All in the running ſtream his garments ſpread, 
And dark, damp verdure ill conceal'd his head ; 
The faithful sERv ant from that fatal day 
Watch'd the lov'd corſe, and hourly pin'd away: 
His head upon his maſter's. cheek was found, 
While the obſtructed water mourn'd around. 


N 1 — — — 
TO THE FEATHER'D RACE. 


* 
** 


| AGAIN the balmy _ blows, 


Freſh verdure decks the grove, 
Each bird with vernal rapture glows, 
And tunes his note to love. 


Ye gentle warblers, hither fly, 

And ſhun the noon-tide heat ; 

„ e a cooling ſhade ſupply, 
Y: 


groves a ſafe retreat. 


Here freely hop from ſpray to ſpray, 

Or weave the moſly neſt; b 
Here rove and ſing the live-long day; 

At night here ſweetly reſt. 


' Amidit this cool tranſlucent rill, 


That trickles down the glade, 
Here bathe your plumes, here drink your fill, 
And reyel in the ſhade, 
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No ſchool- boy rude, to miſchief prone, | | 
E'er ſhews his ruddy face, | j 
Or twangs his bow, or hurls a ſtone, 92 j 
In this ſequeſter'd place. 


| 

Hither the vocal THRUSH repairs, 

Secure the LINNET ſings, * 1 

The cor prIx c dreads no flimy ſnares | 
To clog her alen wings. 


Sad PHIIOMEL! ah, quit thy haunt, F 
Yon diſtant woods among, mY 
And round my friendly grotto chaunt 
Thy ſweetly- plaintive ſong. 


Loet not the harmleſs RED+BREAST dats a 
Domeſtic bird, to come 

And ſeek a ſure aſylum here, 
With one that loves his home ! 


My trees for you, ye artleſs tribe, 
Shall tore of fruit preferve ; 

Oh, let me thus your friendſhip bribe ! * 
Come !—feed without reſerve. | 


For you theſe cherries I protect, 
To you. theſe plumbs belong: 

Sweet is the fruit that you have peck'd, 
But ſweeter far your ſong. . 


Let then this league, betwixt us . 
Our mutual int'reſts guard: 

Mine be the gift of fruit and made; ; 
Your ſongs be MY reward. 


7 > * — CES ——— 
SLAVERY. 


| OH ſor a lodge in ſome vaſt wilderneſs, 
Some boundleſs contiguity of ſhade, 

Where rumour of oppreſſion and deceit, 

Of unſucceſsful or ſucceſsful war, 

Might never reach me more. My ear is pain'd, 


My ſoul is ſick with ev'ry day s report 
Of wrong and outrage, with which the earth is aud. 
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There is no fleſh in man's obdurate heart, 
It does not feel for Man. 'The'nat*ral bond 

Of brotherhood, is ſever'd as the flax | 
That falls aſunder at the touch of fire. 

He finds his fellow, guilty of a ſkin 

Not colour'd like his own ; and having pow'r 
T'inforce the wrong, for ſuch a worthy cauſe, 
Dooms and devotes him as his lawful prey. 
Lands interſected by a narrow fritn 
Abhor each other. Mountains interpos'd, 
Make enemies of nations, who had elſe, 
Like kindred drops, been mingl'd into one. 
Thus man devotes his BROTHER, and deſtroys ; 
And worſe than all, and moſt to be deplor'd, 
As human-nature's broadeſt, fouleſt blot, 
Chains him, and taſks him, and exacts his ſweat 
With ſtripes, that MERCY with a bleeding heart 
Weeps when ſhe ſees inflicted on a beaſt. x 
Then what is MAN ? And what MAN ſeeing this, 
And having human feelings, does not bluſh 
And hang his head, to think himſelf a man ? 


I would not have a SLAVE to till my ground, 


To carry me, to fan me while I ſleep, ' 


And tremble. when I wake, for all the wealth 


That ſinews bought and ſold have ever earn'd. 
No! dear as FREEDOM is, and in my heart's 
Juſt eſtimation priz'd above all price, 

I had much rather be myſelf the sLAve, 
And wear the bonds, than faſten them on him. 
We have no SLAVES at home—then why abroad? 
And they themſelves once ferry'd o'er the wave 
That parts us, are emancipate and loos'd. 

SLAVES cannot breathe in ENGLAND; if their lungs 
Receive our air, that moment they are free; | 
They touch our country, and their ſhackles fall. 
That's noble, and beſpeaks a nation proud | 
And jealous of the bleſſing. Spread it, then, 

And let it circulate through ev'ry vein | 

Of all your empire. That where BRITAIN's pow'r 
Is felt, mankind may feel her MERCY too, 


4 


TEMPLE OF APOLLO: — 


993 
PITY. - 


HAL lovely pow'r! whoſe boſom heaves a ſigh, 
When fancy paints the ſcene of deep diſtreſs ; 
| Whoſe tears ſpontan'ous chryſtallize the eye, | 
When rigid fate denies the pow'r to bleſs. 


Not all the ſweets Arabia's gales conve | 
From flow'ry meads, can with that figh compare : 

Not dew-drops glitt'ring in the morning ray, 

Seem near ſo beaut'ous as that falling tear. 


Devoid of fear the fawns around thee play; 
Emblem of peace, the dove before thee' flies ; 
No blood-ſtain'd traces mark thy blameleſs way, 

Beneath thy feet no hapleſs infect dies. | 


Come, lovely nymph! and range the mead with me, 
To ſpring the partridge from the guileful foe, 

From fecret ſnares the 3 bird to free, 

And ſtop the hand uprais'd to give the blow. 


And when th' air with heat meridian glows, 
And nature droops beneath the conq'ring gleam, 

Let us, ſlow wand'ring where the current flows, 
Save ſinking flies that float along the ſtream. 


Or, turn to nobler, greater taſks thy care, 

To me thy ſympathetic gifts impart ; 
Teach me in friendſhip's griefs to bear a ſhare; 
And juſtly boaſt the gen'rous feeling heart. 


Teach me to ſooth the helpleſs orphan's grief; 
With timely aid the widow's woes aſſuage; 
To mis'ry's moving cries to yield relief, 
And be the ſure reſource of drooping age. 
So when the verdant ſpring of youth ſhall fade, 
And ſinking nature owns the dread decay, 


Some ſoul congenial then may lend its aid, 
And gild the cloſe of life's eventful day. 
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HASSAN; on, THE CAV Z£L-DRIVER. 
Scene, the Doſart,—Time, Mid-day. 


IR filent horror, o'er the boundlefs waſte, 
The driver HAss AN, with his camels paſt: 
One crufe of water on his back he bore, _ 
And his light ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty ftore : 
A fan of painted feathers in his hand, 
T9-guard his ſhaded face from ſcorching ſand. 
The ſultry fun had gain'd the middle ſky, 
And not a tree, 22 an herb, was nigh: 
The beaſts, with pain, their duſty way purſue, 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view! 
With deſp'rate ſorrow wild, th' affrighted man | 
Thrice figh'd, thrice ſtruck his breaft, and thus 
began: 3 5 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from scHTRAE walls I bent my way! 
Ah ! little thought I of the blaſting wind, 
The thirſt, or pinching hunger that I find! 
Bethink thee, HAss AN, where ſhall thirſt aſſuage, 
When fails this cruſe, his unrelenting rage? 
Soon thall this fcrip its precious load reſign; 
Then what but tears and hunger ſhall be thine? 
Le mute companions of my toils, that bear 
In all my griefs a more than equal ſhare! _ 
Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break away, 
Or moſs-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
In vain ye hope the freſh delights to know, 
Which plains more bleſt, or verdant vales, beftow : 
Here rocks alone, and taſteleſs ſands, are found, 
And faint and fickly winds for ever howl around. 
Sad was the hour, and luekleſs was the day, 
When firſt from scRIRAZ walls I bent my way 
© Curſt be the gold and filver which perſuade 
_ © Weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade! 
Ihe lily PEACE outthines the filver ſtore, 
# And LIFE is dearer than the golden ore: 
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* Yet money tempts us o'er the defart brown, 
© To ev'ry diſtant mart and wealthy town. 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the fea; 
And are we only yet repaid by thee ? 
Ah! why this ruin ſo attractive made? 
Or, why fond man fo eaſily betray' d? 
« Why heed we not, while mad we haſte along, 
Ihe gentle voice of PEACE, or pleaſure's ſong? 
« Or, wherefore think the flow'ry mountain's fide, 
Ihe fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride— 
Why think we theſe leſs pleaſing to behold, | 
Than dreary defarts, if they lead to gold? 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from sc RIRAZ walls I bent my way! 
O, ceaſe my tears!—Al frantic. as I go, 
When thought creates unnumber'd ſcenes of woe. 
What if the L1ow in his rage I meet! 
Oft in the duſt I view his printed feet : 
* And fearful! oft, when day's declining light 
* Yields her pale empire to the mourner night, 
By hunger rous'd, he ſcours the groaning plain, 
« Gaunt woLvEes, and ſullen T1GERs in his train: 
© Before them DEATH with ſhrieks directstheir way 
« Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from schiRAZZ walls I bent my way! 
At that dead hour, the filent ase ſhall creep, 
If ought of reſt I find upon my fleep: _- 
Or ſome ſwoln SERPENT twift his ſcales around, 
And wake to anguiſh with a burning wound. 
_ * 'Fhrice happy they, the wiſe, contented poor, 
From luſt er, and dread of DbEATR, 
ſecure 5 
* They tempt no defarts, and no griefs they find; 
* PEACE rules the day, where REASON rules the 
mind. Fs + FA 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt fromscauriraz' walls I bent my way 
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8 q Z O hapleſs youth! for ſhe thy love hath won, 
_ © The tender z ARA will be moſt undone! | 
© © g da; my heart, and own'd the pow'rful maid, 
« \ 


en faſt ſhe dropp'd her tears, and thus ſhe faid : 
Farewell the hace! whom fighs could not detain; 
Whom zaRa's breaking heart implor'd in vain! 
Yet as thou go'ſt, may ev'ry blaſt ariſe, | 
Weak and unfelt as theſe rejected ſighs! 

Safe o'er the wild, no perils may'ſt thou ſee; 

No griefsendure, nor weep, falſe youth, like me!“ 
* O! let me fafely to the fair return, 
Say, with a kiſs, ſhe muſt not, ſhall not mourn ! 

* O! let me teach my heart to loſe its fears, 

* 'Recall'd by wisDom's voice, and ZARA's tears! 
. He faid; and call'd on heav'n to bleſs the day, 
When back tosCHIRaz' walls be bent his way. 
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A MORAL THOUGHT. 


HROUGH:' groves ſequeſter'd, dark and ſtill, 
” Low vales, and moſly cells among, 
In ſilent paths the careleſs rill, 
Which languid murmurs, ſteals along. 
Awhile it plays with circling ſweep, 
And ling'ring leaves its native plain; 
Then pours impet'ous down the ſteep, 
5 And mingles with the boundleſs main. 
1 O let my years thus dev'ous glide, 
| Through filent ſcenes obſcurely calm 
Nor wealth, nor ſtrife, pollute the tide, 
Nor honour's ſanguinary palm. 


When labour tires, and pleaſure palls, 
Still let the ſtream untroubled be, 

As down the ſteep of age it falls, 

And mingles with eternity. 
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45 THE SAILOR. 


HE $A1LoR fighs as ſinks his native ſhore, 

As all its leſs' ning turrets blyely fade; 

He climbs the maſt to feaſt his eye once more, 
And buſy fancy fondly lends her aid. 


Ah! now, each dear, domeſtic ſcene he knew, 
Recall'd and cheriſh'd in a foreign clime, 
Charms with the magic of a moon-light view, - 
Its colours mellow'd, not impair'd, by time. 


True as the needle, homeward points his heart, 
Through all the horrors of the ſtormy main; 
'This, the laſt with with which its warmth could part, 
Jo meet the ſmile of her he loves again. | 


When morn firſt faintly draws her filver line, | 
Or eve's grey cloud defcends to drink the wave; 
When ſea and ſky in midnight darkneſs join, 

Still, —ftill he views the parting look ſhe gave. 
Her gentle ſpirit, lightly hov'ring o'er, 

Attends his little bark Com pole to pole; 

And, when the beating billows round him roar, - 
Whiſpers ſweet hope to ſooth his troubled toul. 


Carv'd is her name in many a ſpicy grove, 

In many a plantain-foreſt, waving wide; 
Where duſky youths in painted plumage rove, 
And giant-palms o'er-arch the yellow tide, - 
But lo, at laſt he comes with crowded fail ! 

Lo, o'er the cliff what eager figures. bend ! | 
And hark, what mingled murmurs ſwell the gale! 
In each he hears the welcome of a friend. 


— Tis ſhe, —'tis ſhe herſelf! ſhe waves her hand! 
Soon is the anchor caſt, the canvas furl'd; ; 
Soon, through the whit*ning ſurge he ſprings to land, 
And claſps the maid, he ſingled from the world. 
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ELIZA. 


80 ſtood ELIZ A on the wood-crown'd height, 
O'er MIN DEx's plain, ſpectatreſs of the fight; 
Sought with bold eye, amid the bloody ſtrife, 
Her dearer ſelf, the partner of her life; 
From hill to hill, the ruſhing hoſt purſu'd, 
And view'd his banner —or believ'd ſhe view'd! 
Pleas'd with the diſtant roar, with quicker tread, 
Fatt by her hand, one liſping boy the led; 
And one fair girl, amid the loud alarm, 
Slept on her kerchief, cradled by her arm; | 
While Ne e her brows bright beams of HoN OUR 
art | 
And Love's warm eddies circle round her heart ! 


Near, and more near, th' intrepid beauty preſs'd, 
Saw, thro” the driving ſmoke, his dancing creſt ; 
Saw on his helm her virgin hands inwove, 
Bright ſtars of gold, and myſtic knots of LOVE; 
Heard the exulting ſhout—® They run] they run 
Great God?” ſhe cry'd, * he's ſafe! the battle's 
won!“ | ; 

A ball now hiſſes thro” the airy tides * 

Some fury wing'd it, and ſome dæmon guides! 
Parts the fine locks, her graceful head that deck, 
Wounds her fair ear, and ſinks into her neck; 
The red-ſtream. iſſuing from her azure veins, _ , 
Dies her white veil, her iv'ry boſom ſtains: | 

< Ah, me!” ſhe cry'd; and, finking on the ground, 
Kiſs'd her dear babes, regardleſs of the wound :— 
Oh, ceaſe not yet to beat, thou vital urn; 
Wait, guſhing life—oh, wait my love's return! 
Hoarſe barks the wolf, the vulture ſcreams from far, 
* The angel vir ſhuns the walks of war: 
Oh, ſpare, ye war-hounds, ſpare their tender age 
On me, on me, the ery'd, * exhauſt your rage!” 
Then with weak arms her weeping babes careſs'd, 
And, ſighing, hid them in her blood-ttain'd veſt. 
From tent to tent, th' impatient warrior flies, 
Fear in his heart, and phrenſy in his eyes: 


17 


TEMPLE OF APOLLO; 197 


ELIz A's name along the camp he calls 

ELIZz A echoes thro' the canvas walls; | 
Quick thro” the murm'ring gloom his footſteps tread, 
O'er groaning heaps, the dying and the dead, 
Vault o'er the plain, and, in the tangled wood, 
Lo, dead EL1ZA, welt'ring in her blood 


Soon hears his lifning ſon the welcome ſounds; 
With open arms and ſparkling eyes he bounds :— 
«© Speak low,“ he cries; and gives his little hand: ' 
„ EL1za fleeps upon the dew-cold fand;” 
Poor weeping babe, with bloody fingers preſs'd, 
And try'd, with pouting lips, her milkleis breaſt: 
Alas, we both with cold and hunger quake! 
Why do you weep?— Mama will ſoon awake.“ 


* She'll wake no more !' the hopeleſs mourner cry'd, 
U pturn'd his eyes, and claſp'd his hands, and figh'd: 
Stretch'd on the ground, awhile, entranc*d he lay, 
And preſs'd warm kiſſes on the lifeleſs clay; 
And then up-ſprung, with cold, convulſive ſtart— 
And all the father kindled in his heart: 
Oh, heav'n's! he cry'd, my firſt raſh vow forgive, 
© THESE bind to earth—for THESE I pray to live!“ 
Round his chill babes he wrapp'd his crimſon veſt, 
And claſp'd them, ſobbing, to his aching breaſt. |, 
. — Q.. ꝶ-ö 
THE WOODBINE. 
"'THO' from thy bank of velvet borne, 
| Hang not, fair flow'r, thy drooping creſt ; 
Mar7a's boſom thou ſhalt find | 
The ſofteft—ſ{weeteſt bed of reſt. - 
Tho' from mild zephyrs” kiſs no more 
Ambrofial balms thou ſhalt inhale, 
Her gentle breath, whene'er ſhe ſighs, 
Shall fan thee with a purer gate. 
But thou be thankful for that bliſs, 
For which in vain a thouſand burn, 
And as thou ſtealeſt ſweets from her, 
Give back thy choiceſt in return 
gs Ob 8 8 
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# | CHARITY. 4 
Di ſweeter ſounds adorn my flowing tongue, 

Than ever man pronounc'd, or angels ſung ; 
IIad I all knowledge, human and divine, 
That thought can reach, or ſcience can define; 
And had 1 pow'r to give that knowledge birth, 

In all the ſpeeches of the babbling earth: 
ws TY Did SHADRACH's zeal my glowing breaſt inſpire, 
bo weary tortures, and rejoice in fire; 

: Or had I faith like that which ISRAEL ſaw 
When mosEs gave them miracles and law: 
Yet, grac'ous CHARITY ! indulgent gueſt, 
Were not thy pow'r exerted in my breaſt, 
Thoſe ſpeeches would ſend up unheeded pray'r; 
That ſcorn of life, would be but wild deſpair; 
A tymbal's found were better than my voice; 
My faith were form, my eloquence were noiſe. 


CHARITY, decent, modeſt, eaſy, kind, 
Softens the high, and rears the abject mind; 
Knows with juſt reins and gentle hand to guide 
Betwixt vile $HAME, and arbitrary PRIDE. 
Not ſoon provok'd, ſhe eaſily forgives; 1: 
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EN. And much ſhe ſuffers, as ſhe much believes. 
5 Soft PEACE ſhe brings wherever ſhe arrives; 
BY She builds our quiet, as ſhe forms our lives; 
; Lays the rough paths of peeviſh nature even, 
$ And opens in each heart a little heav'n. fb 
-— Each other gift, which God on man beſtows, 
11s proper bound and due reſtriction knows; 
_ To one fixt purpoſe dedicates its pow'r 
= purpo pow'r, 
And, abe e its act, exiſts no more. 
_ Thus, in obedience to what heav'n decrees, 
= KNowWLEDGE ſhall fail, and PROPHECY ſhallcedſe; 
But laſing cuariTyY's more ample ſway, - 
Nor bound by time, nor ſubject to decay, 
. In happy triumph ſhall for ever live, | 
And endleſs good ditfuſe, and endleſs praiſe receive, 
ls through the artiſt's intervening glaſs, 
* Our eye obſerves the diſtant planets paſs, 
oy | | 
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A little we diſcover, but allow . 

That more remains unſeen, than art can ſhow : | 

So, whilft our mind its knowledge would improve, 

Its feeble eye intent on things above, e 
High as we may, we lift our REASON up, | | 
By FAITH directed, and confirm'd by HorE: | 
Yet we are able only to ſurve | | 
Dawning of beams, and promiſes of day, 
Heav'n's fuller efluence mocks our dazzl'd fight ; 
Too great its fwiftneſs, and too ſtrong its light. 


But ſoon the mediate clouds ſhall be diſpell'd, 
The su ſhall ſoon be face to face beheld, | 
In all his robes, with all his glory on, 
Seated ſublime on his meridian throne; 


Then, conſtant FAITH, and holy HorE ſhall die; 
One loſt in certainty, and one in joy * 
Whilft thou, more happy pow'r, fair CHARITY, 
Triumphant ſiſter, greateſt of the three, | 
Thy office and thy nature ſtill the ſame, 
Laſting thy lamp, and unconſum'd thy flame, 
Shalt ſtill ſurvive 1 : 
Shalt ſtand before the hoſt of heav'n confeſt, 
For ever bleffing, and for ever bleſt. 


— EE TIES Vimo 
: PRE TEAR ++ 
H ! that the chemiſt's magic art 
Could chryſtallize this ſacred treaſure? 


Long ſhould it glitter near my heart, 
A ſecret ſource of penſive pleaſure. 


The little brilliant, ere it fell, 

its luſtre caught from CHLoE's eye; 
hen, trembling, left its coral cell 
The ſpring of SENSIBILITY! 

_ Sweet drop of pure and pearly light 

{n thee the rays of VIRTUE ſhine; 
More calmly clear, more mildly bright, 
han any gem that gilds the mine. 


—— —__— 2 1 
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Benign reſtorer of the ſoul! 


Who ever fly'ſt to bring relief, 


When firſt the feels the rude controul 
Of LOVE or PIT, JOY Or GRIE F. 


The ſage's and the poet's theme, 
In ev'ry clime, in ev'ry age; 
Thou charm'f in fancy's idle dream, 
In REAsON's philoſophic page. 
That very law* which moulds a tear, 
And bids it trickle from its ſource, 
That law preſerves the earth a ſphere, . 
And guides the planets in their courſe. 
THE WILLING-SLAVE © 
Cn an AFRICAN WOMAN, whoſe favourite boy was kidnapped 
by the crew of a boat. The $A1LORS, moved by the diſtreſs 
of the MOTHER, would have reſtored the CHILD; but the 
MATE, whoſe heart was rendered callous by long ftractice in 
this degrading ti affic, choſe to retain him, obſerving, that the 
agonies of the MOTHER world inducg her to become A vo- 
LUNTARY SLAVE rather than art with him, It haffeened 
as he ſaid. _ | Ne 
OH, HENRY ! didſt thou hear in vain 
The moving tale the captain told? 
Go, then, and heap the ſordid gain, 
And fell thy fellow-men for gold 
Yet, when the dingy mother rov'd | 
With eager ſtep, and ſought her child, 
E'en ſailors, ſtern of heart, were mov'd 
With her ſad moan and geſtures wild. | 
„Give her, her boy, poor fool!“ they cry'd : 
«© Why agonize a tender mind?“ | 
« Harpoon'd ! harpoon'd !' the mate reply d: 
Slack ſail !—ſhe'll not be long behind.” 
"Twas fo :—ſhe kiſs'd her children dear, 
Beckon'd the boat acroſs the wave— 
Yielded herſelf (to ſhare the tear 
With her loſt boy)—a wiLLING SLAVE! 
* 1 he law of gravitation.. 
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THE BLIND BOY. 


O0 SAY, what is that thing call'd LIGHT, 
Which I muſt ne'er enjoy 2? 
What are the bleſſings of the s1GHT ? 
Q, tell your poor blind boy ! 


Yow talk of wond'rous things you ſee, 
You ſay the ſun ſhines bright; 

E feel him warm, but how can he 
Or make it day or night ? 


My day or night myſelf I make, 
Whene'er I fleep or play; 
And could I ever keep awake, 


Wich me 'twere always day. 

With heavy fighs I often hear 
You mourn my hapleſs woe; 

But ſure with patience I can bear 
A loſs I ne'er can know. 


Then let not what I cannot have 
My cheer of mind deftroy; 

While thus I ſing, I am a king, 
Although a poor blind boy. 


INSCRIBED ON A ROSEMARY TREE, .. * | 
PLANTED IN A COTTAGE GARDEN.” | 


Thou! whom love and fancy lead 
To wander near this woodland hill, 
If ever mvs1c ſmooth'd thy quill, 

Or ir wak'd thy gentle reed, 8 
Repoſe beneath my humble tree, 
If thou lov'ſt $s1MPLICITY. 


Stranger! if thy lot has laid 
In toilſome ſcenes of buſy life, 
Full ſorely may'ſt thou rue the ſtriſ: 
Of weary — H repaid. | 
In a GARDEN live with me, 
I thou lov'ſt $IMPLICITY- 
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- Flow'rs have ſprung for many a year 


Yet one boon I have to crave; 
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O'er the village-maiden's grave, 

That, one memorial-ſprig to ſave, 
Bore it from a ſiſter's bier; 

And homeward walking, wept o'er me 

The true tears of $SIMPLICITY. 


And ſoon, her cottage window near, 
With care my ſlender ſtem ſhe plac'd; 
And fondly thus her grief embrac'd, 
And cheriſh'd fad remembrance dear: 
For LOVE ſincere, and FRIENDSHIP free, 
Are children of $SIMPLICITY. | 


When paſt was many a painful day, 
Slow-pacing o'er the village-green; 
In white were all its maidens ſeen, 25 
And bore my guardian friend away. 
Ah, DEATH! what ſacrifice to thee, 
The ruins of SIMPLICITY ! 


One gen'rous ſwain her heart approv'd, 
A youth whoſe fond and faithful breaſt 
With many an artleſs ſigh confeſt, 
In naTuRE's language, that he lov'd. 
But firanger! 'tis no tale to thee, 
Unleſs thou lov'ſt sIMPLICIT V. 


He died - and ſoon her lip was cold, 


And ſoon her roſy cheek was pale; 
The village wept to hear the tale, 
When for both, the ſlow bell toll'd— 
Beneath yon flow'ry turf they lie, 
The lovers of SIMPLICITY. 


Stranger! if thy PIT y bleed, 

Wilt thou do one tender deed, | 
And ſtrew my pale flow'rs o'er their grave? 

So lightly lie the turf on thee, 

Becauſe thou loy'ſt s1MPLICITY ! 


TEMPLE OF.APOLLO. 
| | THE RURAL RETREAT. 
MINE be a cot beſide the hill; | 
: A bee-hive's hum ſhall ſooth my ear; 
A willowy brook, that turns a mill, 
With many a fall, ſhall ling'r near. 
The ſwallow, oft, beneath my thatch, 
Shall twitter from her clay-built neſt; 
Oft ſhall the pilgrim lift the latch, - 
And ſhare my meal, a welcome gueſt, 
Around my ivied porch ſhall fpring, 
Each fragrant flow'r that drinks the dew; 
And Lucy, at her wheel, thall ſing, 
In ruſſet-gown and apron blue. 
The village-church, among the trees, 
Where firſt our marriage-yows were giv'n, 
With merry-peals ſhall ſwell the breeze, 
And point with taper ſpire to heav'n. 
, Rs 
| THE REQUEST. - 
OW fhort is life's uncertain ſpace ; 
Alas ! how quickly done | 
How ſwift the wild precarious chaſe ! 
And yet how difficult the race, 
How very hard to run 
YouTH ſtops at firſt its wilful ears 
To wisDpom's prudent voice; 
Till now arriy'd at riper years, 
Experienc'd AE, worn out with cares, 
Repents its earlier choice. 
What though its proſpects now appear 
80 nie ing — refig'd, | 
Yet groundleſs Hor E, and anxious FEAR, 
By turns the buſy moments ſhare, 
And prey upon the mind. 
Since then falſe joys our fancy cheat 
With hopes of real bliſs ; 
Ye guardian pow'rs, that rule my fate, 
The only wiſh that I create, 
Is all compriz'd in this: 


rr 
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With pliant arms, thy g 


May I, through life's uncertain tide, . 

Be ſtill from pain:exempt; +7 4-5 
May all my wants be till ſupply* d, 5 
My ſtate too low t'admit of PRIDE, 

And yet above CONTEMPT! 


But ſhould your providence divine, 
A greater bliſis intend ; 

May all thoſe bleſſings ”-o | deſign 

(If e'er thoſe bleſſings ſhall be mine) 
Be center'd 1 in a FRIEND. 


— 
ON A PROSPECT OF EATON- COLLEGE: 


YE diſtant ſpires, ye antique tow” rs, 3 
That crown the wat'ry glade ; 
Where graceful {cience ſtill adores 

Her HENRY's holy ſhade; 

And ye, that from the ſtately brow, 

Of winpsoR's heights th” expanſe below 
Of grove, of lawn, of mead ſurvey, 

W hoſe turf, whoſe ſhade, whoſe flow'rs among, 

Wanders the hoary THAMEs along ö | 
His filver-winding way! 


Ah; happy hills! ah, pleafing ſhade ! 
2 8 below in a 
Where once my careleſs childhood ftray* d, 
A ſtran er yet to pain! 
I feel the gales that from ye blow 
A momentary bliſs beftow ; 
As, waving freſh their gladſome wing, 
My weary foul they ſeem to footh, 
And, redolent of joy and youth, 
To breathe a ſecond 5PRING. 
Say, father THAMEs (for thou haſt ſeen 
Full many a ſprightly race, 
Diſporting on thy margent green, 
The paths of pleaſure trace) 
Who, foremoſt now ___ to cleave 
aſſy wave? 


\ 
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The captive linnet which enthral 
What idle progeny ſucceed | 
To chaſe the rolling circle's ſpeed, 
Or urge the flying ball? 
While, ſome on earneſt bus'neſs bent, 
Their murm'ring labours ply, 
Gainſt graver hours that bring conſtraint 
To ſweeten LIBERTY; | 
Some bold adventurers diſdain 
The limits of their little reign, 


And unknown regions dare deſcry ; 
Still as they run they look behind, 
They hear a voice in ev'ry wind, 
And ſnatch a feartul joy. 
Gay HOPE is theirs, by fancy fed, 
Loeſs pleaſing when poſſeſt; 
The tear forgot as ſoon as ſhed, 
8 The ſun-ſhine of the breaſt: 
Theirs buxom HEALTH, of roſy hue, 
Wild wir, INVENTION ever new, 
And lively CHEER, of VvIGOUR born; 
The thoughtleſs day, the eaſy night, 
The ſpirits pure, the ſlumbers light, 
'That fly th* approach of morn. 


Alas! regardleſs of their doom, 
The little victims play 
No ſenſe have they of ills to come, 
Nor care beyond to-day: 
Yet ſee, how all around them wait, 
The miniſters of human fate, 
And black MIS FoRTUN E's baleful train! 
Ah! ſhew them where in ambuth ſtand, 
To ſeize their prey the murd'rous band ! 
Ah, tell them they are MEN ! | 
Theſe ſhall the fury PAssTONs tear, 
The vultures of the mind, 
Diſdainful Ax GER, pallid FEAR, 
And SHAME, that 8 behind; 


— 
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Or pining Lovx, ſhall waſte their 3 
Or IR ALousv, with rankling toot 
That inly gnaws the ſecret heart; 
And ENVY wan, and faded CARE, 
Grim-viſag'd, comfortleſs DESPAIR, 
And soRROw's piercing dart. 


ABIT ION this ſhall tempt to rife, 
Then whirl the wretch from high, 
To bitter $CORN a ſacriſice, 
| And grinning IN EAM. 
The ſtings of FALSEHOOD thoſe ſhall try, 
And hard UNKINDNESS' alter'd eye, 
That mocks the tear it forc'd to flow; 
And keen REMORSE with blood defil d, 
And, moody MADN Ess, laughing wild, 
Amid ſevereſt woe. 


Lo! in the vale of years, beneath, 

A griſly troop, are ſeen, 

The painful family of DEATH, 

M re hideous than their queen: 
This racks the joints, this fires the veins; 
That ev'ry lab'ring finew ſtrains, 5 

Thoſe in the deeper vitals rage: 
| Lo! POVERTY, to fill the band, 
That numbs the ſoul with icy hand, 

And flow-conſuming age. 


To each his ſuff*rings : all are MEN, 
Condemn'd alike to groan; + 
The tender for another's pain, 
Th' unfeeling for his own. 
Yet, ah ! why ſhould they know their fate? 
Since SOR ROW never comes too late, 
And HAPPINESS too ſwiftly flies: * 
THrouGHT would defiroy their paradiſe. 
No more :—where IGNORANCE is bliſs, 
"Tis * to be wiſe. 


— tony —— 
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ADAM's MORNING. HYMN. 
THESE are thy glorious works, rere of good ! 
Almighty! thine this univerfal frame: 

Thus wond'rous fair! thyſelf how -wond'rous then? 
Unſpeakable, who ſitt'ſt above theſe heav'ns, 

To us inviſible, or dimly ſeen | 

In theſe thy loweſt — 5 yet theſe declare 

Thy goodneſs beyond thought, and pow'r divine. 
Speak ye, who beſt can tell, ye ſons of light, 
ANGELS! for ye behold him, and with ſon 

And choral ſymphonies, day without night, 
Circle his throne rejoicing; ye in heav'n, 

On earth, join all ye creatures to extol 

Him firſt, him laſt, him midſt, and without end. 
Faireſt of ftars, laſt in the train of night, | 

If better thou belong not to the dawn, 


Sure pledge of day, that crown'ſt the ſmilin morn. 


With thy bright circlet, praiſe him in thy ſphere, 
While day ariſes, that ſweet hour of prime. 
Thou $UN, of this great world both eye and ſoul, 
Acknowledge him thy greater; ſound his praiſe 
In thy eternal courſe, both when thou climb'R, 


And when high-noon haſt gain'd, and when thou 


fall'ſt. 


Moo, that now meet'ſt the orient SUN, now fly ſt 
With the fix'd sT ARS, fix'd in their orb that flies; 


And ye FIVE other wand'ring fires that move 
In myſtic dance, not without ſong, reſound 
His praiſe, who out of darkneſs call'd up light; 
AIR, and ye ELEMENTS, the eldeſt birt 

Of nature's womb, that in quaternion run, 
Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix, 

And nouriſh all things; let your ceaſeleſs change 
Vary to our great maker ſtill new praiſe. 

Ye misTs and EXHALATIONS that now riſe 
From hill or ftreaming lake, duſky or gray, 

Till the sUN paint your fleecy ſkirts with gold, 
In honour to the world's great author riſe! ' 
Whether to deck with clouds th* uncolour'd ſky, 
Or wet the thirſty earth with falling ſhow'rs, 


e 
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STS, 


His praiſe, ve WIN ps, that from four quarters blow, 


That ſinging up to heav'n's-gate aſcend, 


When ev'ry mouth hatir g0 a-cf rent tafte, 
i By ; 8 | - ; | ; 


Riſing or falling ſilt advance his praiſe ! , - 


Breathe ſoft or loud; and wave your tops, ye pines, 
With ev'ry plant, in ſign of worſhip wave 
FounTAINs, and ye, that warble as ye flow, 
Melodious murmurs, warbling, tune his praiſe 
Join voices, all ye living ſouls; ye BIRDS, 


Bear on your Wings and in JO notes his praiſe! 
Ve that in waters glide, and ye that walk 
The earth; and ſtately tread or lowly creep; 
Witneſs if T be ſilent, morn or even, 


: 
* 8 : 


To hill, or valley, fountain, or freſh hade, 

Made vocal by my ſong, and taught his praiſe, 

Hail, univerſal. Lord! be;bount'ons/ſtit; 

To give us only 690D; and if the night 

Have gather'd aught of E VII or chceal'd. 

Diſperſe it, as now light diſpels the dax. 
En EPILOGUE 


AN honeſt crew, diſpos'd to be merry, 


Came to a tavern by, and call'd for wine; 
The draw'r brought it (ſmiling like a cherry) 
And told them it was pleaſant, neat, and fine : . 


k Taſte it, quoth one: he did; —oh, fie! quoth he, 
* 4. This wine was good; now't turns too near the lee. 
Another ſipp'd, to give the wine its due, 


And ſaid unto the reſt, * it drank too flat; 
The third, ſaid it was old; the fourth, too new; 

Nay, ſaid the fifth, * the ſharpneſs likes me not.“ 
'Thus, gentlemen, you ſee, how in one hour, | 
The wine was new, old, flat, ſharp, ſweet, and ſour. 


Theſe potms, to this wine allude we may; . » 


Which ſome will think too trivial, ſome too grave: 

You, as our gueſts, we entertain: and ſay, | 
Yoy're kindly welcome to the beſt we have. 

Excuſe us, then; good wine way be diſgrac'd,. 
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